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^ TRAGEDY, 
IN FITS ACTS. 
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PREFACE. 



This Tragedy was writteii iii the summer 
and autumn of the year 1797 ; at Nether 
Stowey, in the county of Somerset. By 
whose recommendation, and of the manner 
in which both the Play and the Author were 
tteated by the Recommender, fet me be 
permitted to relate : that I knew of its 
having been received only by a third per- 
son ; that I could procure neither answer 
nor the manuscript ; and that but for an 
accident I should bare had no copy of the 
"Work itself. That ^ch treatment would 
damp a young man's exertions may be ea- 
sily conceived : there was no need of after- 
misrepresentation and calumny, as an ad- 
ditional sedative. 

I thought it right to record this cir- 
cumstance; but I turn gladly and with 
sincere gratitude to the converse. In tha 
close of last year I was advised to present 
the Tragedy once more to the Theatre. 
Accordingly hav|ng altered the names* 
I ventured to address a .letter to Mr. 
Whitbread, requesting information as to 
whom I was to present my Tragedy. My 
Letter was instantly and most kindly an- 



swered, and I have now nothing . to tell 
but a Tale of Thanks. I should scarce 
know where to befii»| if tlhft goodness of 
the Manager, Mr. Arnold, had not call- 
ed for my first ackaowkidgements. Not 
merely as an acting Flay^ but as, a dra- 
matic Poemf the Remorse has been iAt* 
poitantly and manifoldly benefited by his 
suggestions. I can with severest truth 
say» that every bint be gave me was the 
ground of some improvement, tn the ' 
aeii place it i& my duty to mention Mr. 
Ratuond, the Stage Manageti Had the 
" REHOitsB" been his own Kay — ^najf, 
that is «aying too little-^had I been hu 
bivther, or his dear^t friend, he could not 
have felt or exited hima^ moce zea-t 
louriy. 

As the Piece is now acting, it may be 
thousht presumptuous in me to speak of 
the Actors : yet how can I abstain, Ced- 
ing, as I do, Mrs. Glover's powerful 
assistance, and knowing the circumstances 
nnder which she consented to act Alha- 
dra? A tinle will come, when without 
pamfiilly- oppressing her feelings, I may 
speak of this more tuUy^ To Miss Suitb 
I -have an equal, ^ough difierent acknow* 
^dgemeat to make, namely, for her accep- 
tance of a character not fully davdoped,- 
and quite inadequate to her extracMxlioary 
powers, i^e enliv^ied and supported 
many passages, which (thougj^ not p«i>" 



haps whtjly ubinterestiDg in the closet) 
would but for her have hung heavy on the 
ears of a Theatrical Audience. And in 
speakine the Epilogue, a composition 
which (I fear) my hurry will hardly ex- 
cuse, and which, as unworthy of her name, 
is here omitted, she made a sacrifice, 
which only her established character with 
all judges of Tragic action could have 
rendered compatible with her duty to 
herself. To Mr. De Camp's judgement 
and full conception of Isidore; to Mr. 
Pope's accurate representation of the 
partial, yet honourable Father; to Mr. 
Elliston's energy in the character of 
Alvar, and who in more- than one in-- 
stance gave it beauties and striking points, 
which not only delighted but surprized 
me; and to Mr. Rae, to whose zeal, and 
unwearied study of his part I am hot less 
indebted as a Man^ than to his impassion- 
fid realization of Obx>onio, as an Author ; 
— -^to these, and to all concerned with 
the bringing out of the Play, I can address 
but one word — ^Thanks!-^Ijui that word 
is uttered sincerely ! and to persons con- 
stantly before the eye of the Public, a 
public acknowledgement becomes appro- 
priate, and a duty. 

I defer all answers to the different cri- 
ticisms on the Piece tp an Essay, which 
I am about tp publish immediately, on 
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t)ramatic Poetry, Felatircly to the present 
State of the Metropolitan Theatres. 

From the necessity of hastening the Pub- 
lication I was obliged to send the Manu- 
script intended for the Stage : which is the 
sole cause of the number of directions print- 
ed in Italics. 

S. T. CotERIDQI. 
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PROLOGUE, 

BY C. LAMB. 

Spoken by Mr. Carr, 



Tbfrt are, I am told, who sharply 

Our mndern ihcatrts unwieldy lize. 

^Ve players )hall scarce plead guilty to thai charge, 

Wbo thuik a huu» can never be too large : 

Griev'd when a rant, that's worth a nattoo's ear, 

Shakes some prescrib'd Lyceum's petty sphere i 

And pleased to mark the grin from space to apace 

Spread epidemic o'er a town's broad face.— 

O might old Detterton or Booth return 

To view our structures from their silent urn. 

Could Quin come stalking from Elysian gladei. 

Or Garrick get a day-rule from the bhadet — 

Where now, perhaps. In mirth which Spirits approve. 

He imitates the ways of men above, 

And apes the actions of our upper cwuti 

As in bis days of ftesh he play'd the ghost :— 

How might they bless Qur ampler scope »pleue, 

And hate their own old shrunk up audiencea.— 

Their houses yet were jjaliices to those, 

Which Ben and Fletcher fur their triumphs choie. 

Sbakspeaie, who wuh'd a kingdom for a stage, 

Like giant pent in dispropuition'd cage, 

Mourn'd bis contracted tlrengths and crippled n^e. 

He wbo could tame bis vast ambition down 

To please some scutter'd gleanings of a town, 

And, if some hundred auditor], supplied 
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Their m«tgre roe«d of cUpi, was (atiBfied, 

Mow had be felt, when that dread curte of Leor'i 

Had burst tremendoiu on a thousand ears,. 

Wbile deep-struck wonder from applauding bands 

Iteturn'd the tribute of a^ many hands 

Rude were his guesU ; he never made bis bow 

T6 such an audience as salutes us now. 

He lack'tttha balm oflabor, female pmse. 

Few Ladies in his time frequented plays, 

Or came to see ayouth with aukward art 

And shrill sharp pipe bur1eGC|ue the woman's part. 

The very use, since so essential grownt 

Of painted scenes,' waa to his stage unknown. 

The air-blest castle, roupd whose wholesome crest. 

The martlet, guest nf s'uinmer, chose her neat-* 

The forest walks of Arden'd fair domain, 

Wfaere Jaquei fed his solitary vein— , 

No ptncil's aid as yet bad dart:d supply. 

Seen only by the intellectual eye. 

Those scenic helps, denied to S!i&kspeare'a page, 

Obr Author owes to a more liberal age. 

Nor pomp nor circumstance are wanting heie i 

Tis for himself alone that he muit fear. 

Yet shall lemembrance cherish the just pridc» 

That (be the laurel granted or denied) 

He first essay'd in this distinguish'*) fast. 

Severer muses and a tragic strain. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Makqum Valdm, F«thpr toAetwolire-) ,, „ 

> Ma. Pep,. 
Aera, uul Doniu Teresa's Guardian. J 

Don Alvak, . The eldest ion Me. ELLtaroir. 

DoK Ohdonio, The yoongest sod ... . Mk. Ras. 

MoNviBDfto, A Dominicui and Inquisitor Mk. Powell. 

ZoLiUEz, The fatthAil attendsnt on Al*u. Mr, Ckookg. 

JaiBORK, A Moresco Chieftain, ostensibly 1 

fMii. DbCaw*-. 
a Cfariitian , ) 

FAmLIABS OF XU& Ih«UI»T10!I. 

Naomi r ,.. Mb. WAttACK. 

MdoBi anoSektans, tec. 

PooNATaitESA, An Orphan Heiress. . . Miss Shitk. 

AxHADRA, Wife to Isidore IVIes. Glover. 

Time. The reig/t of Philip If., jutt, at the 
close of the civil wars against the MoorSy and 
during-ih£ heat of the persecution which raged 
against them, shortly ajter the edict which/or- 
bad the wearing <^Moresco apparel under pain 
^ Death, 
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REMORSE. 

ACT I. 

SCENE i. 

The Sea Shore on the Coast of Granada.* 

t)0N Altar, wrapt tit a Boat Cloak^ andZv- 
LiHKz {a Moresco) both as Just landed. . 

Zul. No sound, no face of joy to welcome us 1 
" jllti. My faithful Zulimez, fOi* one brief moment ' 
Let me forget my anguish and their cHmes. 
If aught on earth demand an unoiix'd feeling, 
Tis surely this — after long years of exile, 
'fo step forth on firm land, and gazing round us. 
To hail at oti<:e our country, and our birth place. 
Hail, Spain ! Granada, hail ! once more I press 
Thy sands with filial awe, land of my fathers I' 

Zul. TTien claim your rights in it ! O, revered 
Don Alvar, 
Yet, yet give up your all too genllc purpose. 
It is too hazardous ! reveal yourself, 
And let tlie,guilty meet the doom of guilt! 

Jh. Remember, Zulimez ! I am his brother, 
Injur'd indeed ! O deeply injur'd ! yet 
Ordonio's brother. 

Zul. Nobly minded Alvar ! 

This sure but gives his guilt a blacker die. 

Alv. The more behoves it, I should rouse with- 
in him 
Remorse I that I should save bim from himself. 

B 
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Zttl. Reuorsk is as the Iisart in which it grows : 
If that be gentle, it drops balmy dews 
Of true repentance ; but if proud and gloomy. 
It is a poison-tree, that pierced to the inmost 
^eeps only tears of poison 1 

Jlv. ' And of a brother, 

Dare I hold this, unprovM? nor make one effort 
To save him? — Hear me, friend ! I have yet to tell 

thee, 
That this same life, which lie cqnspirM to take, 
Himself once rescued from the angry floodi ■ 
Axtd at the imminent hazard of his own- 
Add too my oath — 

Zut. You have thrice told.already 

The yev of «b4epc^ end of ^cnscy. 
To which a forced oath bound yftu : if in tru^h 
A suborned murderer baye the power to dictate ' 
A binding oafh'-r 

Alv. My long caj^i^ity 

Left me oo choice : t(ie very IVish too languish'd 
With the food H^pc, that nurs'd it; tb& »cli biib* 
Droop'd at the bosom of it's faiijish'd' wotber. 
But (more than aJI) Teresa's perfidy ; 
The assKssin's strong assurance, whon no iol^rest. 
No motive could have templed hiin to falsehood ; 
In the first pangs of his. aw.akcn'd cou&cit^ve, 
When witti abhorrence uf his own black purp<iiic 
The murderous weapon, pointed at my bi'tM&v, 
Fell from lus palsied IumkI— 

'%uL Heavy ftresuinptipn ! 

Alv. It weigh'd not with me-^Hack ! I uill tell 
thee all. 
As we pasfi'd by, I bade thee mark tb» base 
.Of yonder Cliff— 

Zul. That rocky sent yuu mean, 

Shap^ by th« bi]loi*[8? — . 

Alv* There Teresa met me 

:,Go()gle 



A TMAQESir. » 

Tlie Dioiiimg of the' day of tny departorei 

We were alone: the pui'ple bue of dawn, 

Fell from the kindling eAst aslant upon us, 

And bleddlng Vvitti the blijabes on bet- cbeelc 

Sulfus'd the Irar-drops there with ro^ light. 

There scfendM a glorj round us, and Teiesa 

The angel of the vision ! (then with agUat'ton: 

Had*$t tliou ficen 
How ill each motion her lAoet innocent soul 
Beam'd forth and brigliten'd, thou thyself wOuld'dt 

tell me, 
Guilt is a thing impossible in bra'! 
She must be innocent ! 

ZuL (with a sighi) Proteed, my hord ! 

Jlv. A portrait which she had pTocur'ri byatealtb, 
(For even tlun it Be^ms het heart foreboded 
Or koew'Ordonio's moody rivalry) 
A portrait of herself with thrilling hand 
She tied around my neck, toojuring me 
With earnest prayeiS, that I would keep it sacrbd 
To my oWn knowledge: hbr did stle deeiA, 
Till ftbb bad won a Bolemri promise fcom bie. 
That (save my own) nQ eye should e'fer behold it 
Till my return. Yet Ihia the aasassin knew, 
Knew that whicli'nooe but she ooiild hbve di^ ' i 
dos'd. 

Zul. A damning proof! 

Jiv. My own life irearied md I 

And but for tho tmperalire Vdice vi^ithin 
With mine own hactd 1 had. throwift offtlie. <bbrthen. 
That Voice, which quell'-d uie, ctdm'd wMi add I . 

1 . . sought . ' ' ; ' 

TbeiBalgic statto; there join'd the bdttsr cause; '. 
And there too fought as oat that courted death t ' 
Wounded, I fell amoo^ the dtad. and dyihci 
In death-bias trAocs : a l9Dg tnapriMiHnefit foUoWd. 
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The fulness of my anguish by. degrees 
Waned to a meditative melancholy ) 
And still the morel mu3'd, ray soul became 
More doubtful, more perplex'd ; and still Teres* 
Night after night,^e visited my slt-ep, 
Now at a saintly sufferer, wan and tearful. 
Now as a saint in glory beckoning to me I 
Yes, still as inconteinpt of proof and reason, 
I cherish the fond fkith that she iff guiltless { 
Hear ttien my fix'd resolve i I'll linger here 
In the disguise of a Moresco chieftahi. — r 
The Moorish robes ?-^ 

. Zul. All, all are in the' sea-cave, 

Some futlong hence. I bade our mariners 
Secretethe boat there. 

Jlv. Above all, the picture 

Of the assassination-^ 

Zul. . Be assur'd 

That it remains uninjur'd. 

.4lo. ■ Thua disguis'd 

.1 will first seek to meet Ordonio's — wife.* 
If possible, alone ton. This was her wonted walk« 
And this the hour } her words, her very looks 
Will acquit her or convict. 

ZtiL Will they not know you ? 

Ah. With your aid, friend, I shall unfearingly 
Trust the disguise ; and as to my complexion, 
My long imprisonment, the scanty food, 
This 8CBr,-"Bnd toil beneath a burning sim. 
Have done already-half the business tor ui. 
Add too my youth, when last we. saw each' other. 
Manhood has swoln my chest, and tau^t my voice 
A hoBrsarnote — Besides, they tlgnk me dead : 
And what.the mind belieresimpossibk^' ■ 
The bodily sense is -Bk>w to f ecognize. < , 

Zul. .'lis yours, fir, tocommuid, mine to obey. 
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A TRAGEDT. S 

Koiv to the cave beneath the vaulted rock, 
Where, having shap'd ytiii to a Moorish cbieftaio, 
i will seek our mariners ; and in the dusk 
Transport ubate'er we need to the small dell 
Id the Alpuxarras — there where Zngri liv'd, 

Aiv. 1 know it well : it is the obscirrest haunt 
Of all the mountains — (^botk stand lislening). 

Voices at a distance ! 
J-et us.flway ! - ]Edcmt. 



SCENE 11. 
Enter Tlresa and Valdez. 

Ter. I hold Ordonio dear ; be is your soa 
And Alvar's brotjier. 

Val, Love him for himself, 

Nor make the living wretched for the dead. 

Ter. I mourn that you should plead in vain. 
Lord Valde?, 
Jlut heaven hath beard my vow, and I remain 
Faitiifu] to Alvar, be he dead or living. 

Val. FJeaven knows with what delight I saw 
your loves, 
A nd could my heart's biood give bim back to thee, 
I would die smiling. ' But these are idle thoughts ! 
Thy dyiftg father comes upon my soul 
With that same look, with whicb^egavr Uiee to me; ^ 
] held thee in my arms a powerless babe. 
While thy poor mother with a mute entreaty 
Fixed her fiiint eyes on mine. Ah not for this, 
That I should let thee teed thy soul with gloom. 
And with slow anguish wear away thy lite, 
The victim of a useless constancy. 
I must uot see tbec wretched. 
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Ter. There arc voes 

III bartered for the gariahness of jcpy ! 
If it be wretched with an untired eye 
To watch those akiey tints, and this greeo ocean ; 
Of in the sultry hour beneath some rock, 
My hair dishevell'd by the pleaMnt aea breeze. 
To sbupe sneet visions, entl live o'er again 
All past hours of delight I If it be wretched ' 
Tft watch some hark, and fancy Alvai* there. 
To go through each minutest ctrcunistance 
Of tbe blest meeting, and to frame adventures 
Most terrihle and strange, and hear him tell them i 
* (As oDce I knew a crazy ^loorish maid, 
"Who drcst her in her buried lover's cloatha, 
And o'er the smooth spring in tiie mountain clef^ 
Hung with her lute, and play'd the self saiue tune 
He used to play, and listened to the shadow 
Herself had made) — if this be ^vretchedness, 
And if indeed it be a wretched thing 
To trick out mine own death bed, and ima^ne 
That I had died, died just ere his return ! 
Then see Ijim listening to my consttincy, 
Or hover round, as he at midnight oft 
Sits on my grave and gazes at the moon j ' 
Or haply iii some more fantastic mood, 
To be fn ParadiSQ, and with choice flowers 
Build up a hnwer where he and I m^t dwell. 
And there to wait his coming 1 O my shel 
My Aivar's sii-e t if this be wretchedness 
That eats away the life, what vere it, think you, 
If in a most assured reality 
He should return, and see a brother's infant 

* [Here Voldez bendi bac\, im^ smiles at her wildncsi, 
which Teresa noticing, checks her entbuslssm, aoil iff ■ looth- 
ing half'plaffut tone and mnnher, apolO|ii!el for her fancy, 
iv the little tale in the pareafbetif.} 
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A TRACEDT, 7 

Smile at him from my arms? 

Oh what a thought ! (Clasping her forehead. 

Void. A thought r even so ! mere thought ! aa 
etapty thought. 
The very week he promised his return 

Ter. {abruptly.) Was it not then a busy joy? 
to see him, . 
After those three years travels ! we had no feara— 
The frequent tidings, the ne'er failing letter, 
Almost endear'd bis absence ! Yet the gladnees. 
The tumult of our joy ! What then if now . 

Vaid. O power of youth to feed on pleasant 
tbou^hts, 
Spite of conviction ! I am old and lieaitless ! 
Yes, I am old — I have no pleasant fancies — 
Hectic and unrefresh'd with rest — 

Ter. {with great lender 7ies.t.) My father ! 

Void. Tlie sober truth is all too much fur me! 
I see no sail which brings not to my mind 
Thsi home-bound bark in which my sou was capturM 
By the Algerine — to perish with his captors I 

T^r. Oh no ! he did not ! 

Vald. CapturM in sight of land ! 

From yon hill point, nay, from our castle watch 

tower 
We might have seen' 

Ter. His capture, not his death. 

Vald. Alas ! how aptly thou forgett'st a tale 
Thou ne'er didst wish to learn ! my brave Ordooio 
Saw both the pirate and bis prize go down^ 
In the same storm that baffled his own valor. 
And thus twice snatch'd a brother from his hopes : 
Gallant Ordooio ! {passes, then tenderly} O be- 
loved Teresa, 
WouM'it thou best prove thy fiuth to generous Al • 
var. 
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And most delight his spirit, go, make tliotf 
Ilis brother happy, make his aged fathei" 
Sink to the gi-ave in joy. 

Ter, I'or mercy's sake 

Press me no mOrc ! I have no power to lovc hirfi- 
His proud forbidding eye, and his dark brow, , 
Chill ipelike dew damps of the umvhoiesome ntght: 
My love, a timorous ami tender ffower, 
Closes beneath" his touch. 

Fold. You wrong him, maidcft! 

You wrong him, by my soul ! Nor was it well 
To character by such unkindly phrases 
The stir and workings of that love for you 
Which he has tbil'd to smolher. Twas not well, 
Nor is it grateful in you to forget 
7Iis wounds and perilous vOyages, and how 
With an heroic fearlessness of danger 
He roam'd the coast of Afric for your Alvar. 
It was not well — Yon have moved me even to tears, 

7>r. Oh pardon me, Lord Valdez ! pardon met 
It was a foolish and ungrateful speech, 
A most ungrateful speech I But I am hmricd 
Beyond myself, if I but hear of one 
Who aims to rival Alvar. . Were we not 
Bom in one day, like twins of the same parent? 
Nursed in one cradle ? Pardon mp, my father f 
A six years absence is a heavy thihg, 
Yet still the hope survives' 

Vald. {looking foruavds). Hush ! 'tis Monviedrtx, 

Ter, The Inquisitor I on what new scent of 
blood? 

Enter Mqnviedko Hji(A Alhadua, 
. Monv. {kavipgJJT St fnade his obeisance toVAt- 

DEZ and Teklsa.) 
Peace and the truth be with you ! Good my X^rd, 

n,r,„.=-i>,Gooj^le 
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My present need is with your son, 

(Looking forward. 
We have hit the time. Here comes he ! Yes, 
■ *tifl he, 

Enter/rom the opposite side Don Ordonio. 

My Lord Ordonio, this Moresco woman 
(Alhadra is her name) atks audience of you. 

Ord. Hail, reverend father ! what may be the 
business ? 

Men. My lord, on strong suspicion of relapse 
To his false creed, so recently abjured^ 
The secret servants of the inquisition 
Hare seized her husband, and at my command 
To the supreme tribunal would have led him> 
Dut that he made appeal to you, my lord» 
As surety for his soundness m the faith. 
The' lessen'd by experience what small trust 
Tlie asseverations of these Moors deserve, 
Yet still the deference to Ordonio's name, 
Nor less the wish to prove, with what high honor 
The Holy Church regards tier faithful soldiers, 
Thus far prevailed with me that 

Ord. Reverend fether, 

X am tnuch beholden to your high opinioif. 
Which so o'erprizes my light services. 

(then to AhJiABK A. 
t would that I could serve you ; but m truth 
Your face is new to rae. 

Mon. My mind foretold nie, 

That such would be the event. In truth, Lord 

Vaidez, 
*TwaB little probable, that Don Ordonio, 
That your illustrious son, who fought so bravely 
Sonne four yean since to quell these rebel Mo(»3, 
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Should prove the pEtlrdn of this infidel ! 
The guartinice of a Moresco's faith ! 
Now 1 return. 

Alhad. My Lord, my husband's name 

Is Isidore. (Okdonio starts. J — You may re- 

iDbhiiwf it : 
Three years ag.», three years this very week. 
You lelt liim at Alineriii. ' 

Mon: Palpably false ! 

This Very week, tlir^e yeais ago, i»ly lord, 
(You needs must rt collect it l)y jour wound) 
You were at serf, and there cri^aged the pirates, 
The. murderers douhlless of your brotlitr Alvftrl 
{T];r>;sA Ipokt at IMonviedro leilh disgust 
dnd iufrror. O rdoN lo's appearance to be 
cdlkctedfrom vhiti/olloKis.J 
Mon. (to VAU^YZf and poitilitig at Ordov 10.^ 
"What is lie ill, my Lord ? how strange he looks ! 
Vald. [angrib).) Yqu press'd upon him too 
abruptly, father! 
The fate of one, on whoirt, yftu know, he doted. 
Ord. (starting as hi siiiidcn agitation.) 

Heaveni ! V .? — /doted? (/AtfH recovering /imse^.) 

Yes! I dotrd on him. 
j^Okd6S'io walks to the end of' the stage^ 
VJkLbE7./otlowSt scutfiing him.) 
Ter. {htr cs/eJoUouwg OhdOmo.) 

1 do not, call not. love hun. Is my heart hard ? 
Is my heart hafd ? that even now ihe thought 
Should force ilstif upon me ? — Yet I feel it ! 

Mon. The drops did start and stand upon his 
foreMead ! 
I will return. In very truth, I grifeve 
To have been the occasion. Ho ! attend me tto- 
ihah! 
Jithtid. (WTeKesa.) Ogentlfe Udy! Wfckethe 
&tber stay, 
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That he will say, be is my buaby^ad'^ fr;end. 

Ter. Stay, fotber 1 stay ! my lorfl yiiit soon re- 
iMver. 

Orrf. (aj //icj/ return, to Va;.pez.) 
,$tr99g9> th&t i^ Mo.nviedrQ 
■ Should htye .the poiver .«o to ijistemper me I 

Vald, Nay, 'tw« .^ amiable i»!e#Isq«¥ii, 809I 
' : Ji<w. My Jflrd, I truly grieye^-r-^ 

Ord. T^t I Dame it not. 

A sudden. «<?imi:e, fether I thiok Dot pf jU. 
Ai to tht) wQaitia'^ ibusband, I do ^CKtw J;aRi. 
I know bim well, and tbat (le if a cbrjapfiK 

J/«n. 1 tiope, toy iord, your merely tiumao pity 
Do^h ogit prevail-^ 

Ord. Tis certain Uiat he ^at a catholic ; 
What changes niay bave huppcn'd ip three year?, 
J can oot.8ay; Uutgrunt nt? tJii-'^ goc^l ^'^tber: ; 
My^^f I'll sift bim : if 1 iind him sound^ 
You'll grant me your authority ^vd if¥^^ 
To liberate his bouse. 

MiM. Yquf zeal, my lord, 

And your late merits in thi^ holy ,i|vt^rlace 
Would agthorize an ampler trust — you have it- 

Ord. I will attend you \V3X^t within ^ hour. 

Void. Meantime return ivith ru^ a^d take refresh' 
ment. 

Aihad^ Not tiU my rbufiband> free.! J ^i^y i^t 
doit. 
I will stay here. 

Ttr. ^de.) Who is thjn IsidowJ' 

P'aid. . paughter! 

Tet:. With yoqr perotissiQn, ,niy ^r |pi:d... 
I'll loiter .yet Aviiile t'er^py Xitf ^ep breeze. 

am/OnDONio.] 
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Jihad. . Hab ! there he gtfea I a Utter curie go* 
with him, 

A scathing curse ! 

(thenas^f recollecting fterself, and wiih a timid Umk) 

Vou hate him, don't you, lady ? 

Ter. {perceiving that Alhadra it comciotis 
she has spoken imprudently.) 
Oh fear not me ! my heart is aad for you. 

Alhad. Theae fell inquisitors! these sods of 
blood! 
As I came on, his face so madden'd me, 
That ever and anon I clutch'd my dagger 
And half anshcath'd it 

Ter. Be more calm, I pray you. 

Alhad. And as he walk'd along the narrow path 
Close by the mountain's edge, my soul grew eager i- 
Twas with hard toil I made myself remember 
That bis Familiars held my babes and husband. 
To have leapt upon him with a ^ger's plunge, 
And huii'd bun down the rugged precipice, 
0> it had been most sA-eet ! 

Ter. Hush ! hush for shame t 

Where is your woman's heart r 

Alhad. , O gentle lady ! 

You have no skill to guess wy many wrongs, 
Many and strange ! Besides, (ironically/ 1 am a 

c^rbtian. 
And christians never paiiJon — 'tis their fiiith ! 

Ter. Shame fall on those who so have shown it 
to thee ! 

Alhad. I know that man ; 'tis well he. knows 
not me. 
Tive ycats ago (and he was the prime agent) 
Five ye&t» ^ the holy brethren seiud me. 
■ Ter. What might yo^r crime be ? . 

Jlhtd. I wai a Moresco ! 
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-They cast me, then a young and nursing motlierj 
Into a dungeon of their prison house, - 
Where Was no bed, no iiie, no ray of light, 
No touch, no sound of comfort ! The black air, 
. It wBa a toil to breathe it ! when the door. 
Slow opening at the appointed hour, disclosed 
One human countenance, the lamp's red dame 
Cower'd as it cnter'd, and at once sunk down. 
Oh miserable ! by that lamp to see 
My infant quan-elling with the coarse hard bread 
Brought daily ; for the little wretch was sickly — 
My rage had dried away its natural tbud. 
In darkness I remain'd — the dull Bell counting. 
Which haply told me, that the all-cheeiiiigSun 
Was rising on our Garden. Whep I dozed, 
My infant's moanings mingled with my slumbers 
And waked me. — If you were a mother, ladv, 
I should scarce dare to tell you, that its noises 
And peevish cries so fretted on my bruin 
That I have struck the innocent babe in anger. 

Ter. O Heaven ! it is too horrible to hear. 

Alhad. What was it then to suffer? Tis tuost 
right 
That such as you should hear it. — Know you not. 
What Nature makes you mourn, she bids you heal? 
Great Evils a^k great Passions to redress them, 
And Whirlwinds htliest scatter Pestilence. 

Ter. You were ut length released ? 

Alhad. Yes, at length 

I saw the blessed arch of the whole heaven ! 
"Twas ihe first lime uiy infant ainiled. No more — 
I'Vif I dwell upon tliat moment, Lady, 
A trance comes on which makes me o'er again 
All 1 then was — my knees bang loose and drag. 
And my lip falls witii such an idiot laugh, 
ThjDt you would start und shudder ! 
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Ter. But your husband • 

Jihad. A moatii'a imprisonment would kill him, ' 
Lady, 

Jtir. Alas, poor man ! 

Alhad. lie hath a lioo's courage, 

Fearless in act, but feeble in endurance; 
TJn£t for boisterous times, with ^^eatte beart 
He worships nature in the hill and valley, 
Not knowing what he loves, but loves it ail—'- 

£«/erA^VAR disguised as a MorescOt and in 
Moorish garments. 

Ter. Know you that stately Moof ? 
Alkad, I know him not: 

But doubt not he is some Moresco chieftain, 
\V"ho hides himself among the Alpuxarras, 

Ter. The Alpuxarras? Does he know his danger. 
So near this seat ? 

Alhad. He wears the Moorish robes oo^ 

Asia defiance of the royal edict. 

[Alhadra advances to Alvar, who hat 
walked to the hack of the stage, near the 
rocks. Teresa drops her veil.] 
Alhad. GallanJ Moresco ! An inquisitor, 

Slonvledro, of known hatred to our race 

Alv. (interrupting her.) 
You have mistaken ine. I am a ch^i^tian. 
Alhad. He deems, thai we are plotting to en- 
snare him : 
Speak to him, Ladyr- none can hear you speak, 
And not believe you innocent of guile. 

Ter. If ought enforce you to concealment, Sir— 
Alhad. He trembles strangely. 

[Alvar sinks down andkides his 
face in his robe. 
Ter. See, we have disturb'd him. 

[approaches nearer to him. 



A TRAOEOT. iS 

I pray you thiiik us friends— uncowl your foce, 
For you seem faint, and the night breeze blow* 

healing. 
I prey you think us firiends ! 

Ah. (raising his head.) Calm, very calm! 
*Tis all too tranquil for reality ! 
An4 she spoke to me with her innocent voice. 
That voice, that innocent voice ! She is no traitress ! 
Ter. I>t us retire, {haug/ifili/ to Alhaura.) 
(Thcjf advance to the front of the Stage.) 
Jihad, (with scorn.) He is indeed a Christian, 
/(/u. {aside.) She deems oie dead, yet wears 
no mourning ^urnieut! 
Wliy should my brother's— wife — wear mourning 

garments? 
(To Teresa) Your pardon, noble dame I that I 

disturb'd you : 
I had just started from a frightful dream. 

Tcr. Dreams tell but of the paar, and yet, 'tis 
said, 
They prophecy — 

Alv. The Past lives o'er again 

In it's cifects, and to the guilty spirit 
The ever Irowning Preeent is it's image. 
Ter. Traitross! (then aside.) 

What sudden spell o'eniias^ers me? 
Why seeks he me, shunning tiie Moorish woman? 
[Tkhesa looks round uneasily, but gra- 
dually becomes attentive as AhVABpro- 
Ceeds in the nc.vt speech.] 
^lo. I dreamt I had a friend, on whom I leant 
With blindest trust, and a betrothed maid, 
Whom I was wont to call not mine, but me : 
For mine own self seem'd nothing, lacking her. 
This maid so idolized that trusted friend 
Dishonour'd in my absence, soul and body ! 
Fear, following guilt, tempted to blacker guilt, 



26 bemorsk: 

And murderers were suborned agaitist my life. 
Btit by my looks, and inoi't impassionM words, 
I rous'd tlie virtues tliat are dc^d ia no man, 
Even in the assassins' hearts I they made their 

' terms, 

And thank'd me for redeeming them from murder. 
* Alhed. You are lost in thought : hear him no 
more, sweet Jjidy ! 

Ter. From morn to night I am myself a dreamer. 
And slight thinp brine on me the idle, mood ! 
Wei! sir, wliat happen d then? 

Alv. On a rude rock, 

A rock, ntetboiight, f«st by a grove of firs, 
"Whose ibreaddy leaves to the loiv-bicattiing gala 
Made a soft sound most like the distant ocean, 
1 stay'd, as though the hour of death were pass'd. 
And I were sitting in the world ot Bpirits — 
For all things seem'd unreiil ! There I sate — ' 
The dews fell clammy, and the night desccnde. 
Black, sultiy, close! and ere the midnight liour 
A storm came on, mingliuif alt sounds of" fear. 
That wood;*, and sky, aud mountains, seem'd one 

havock. 
The second flash of lightning shewM a tree 
Hard by me. newly scath'd, I rose tumultuous; 
My soul work'dhigh, 1 bar'd my head to the storm. 
And with loud voice and clamorous agony 
Kneeling I praji'd to Ihe^reat Spirit, that made me, 
Prav'd, that RemobhI'. might fasten on their heartSi 
And cling with poisonous tooUi, incxtncable 
As the gor'd lion's bile ! 

Ter. (shuddering.) A fearful curse ! 

Alhad. ( fiercely, ) But dreamt you -not that you 
return'd and kill'd them? 
Dreamt you of no revenge r 

Atv. (Ji's voice trembling, and in tones rf 
deep distress.) She would have died, 
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Died in her giiitt — perchance by ber own hands ! 
And bendinff o'er her seif-inflicled wounds, 

1 tBJjzht have met the evil glance of frenzy. 
And leapt myself into an unblest grave! 

2 pm^'d for the punishment that cleanses hearts : 
For still I lov'd lier ! 

Alhad. And j'oii dreamt all this? 

Ter. My soul is full 'if visions aJl as wild ! 

Alhad. There is tia room in this heart for puling 
love trtles. 

Ter. {Lifts up her veil, and pdvanceit to Alvar.) 
Stranger farewell ! I j^uese not, who you are, 
Nor why you so addressed your talc to roe. 
Your mien is noble,' -and I own, perplex'd me 
With obscure memory of something past, 
Which still escaped my efforts, or presented 
Tricks of a fancy pampered with long wishinj^. 
If, as it sometimes happens, our rude startling 
Whilst yotir full heart was shaping out it's dream. 
Drove you to this, your not ungentle, wildnesa — . 
You have my sympathy, and so farewell ! 
Hut if some godiscover'd wrongs oppress yon. 
And you neetl strength to drag them into light, 
Tlie genaroiis Valdcz, and my l^rd Ordonio, 
Have ami anil will to aid a noble sufferer, 
Nor shall you want my favourable pleading. 

{E.irmit TtiKESA and Ai-hadra. 
Alv. {alone,) 'Tis strange ! It can not be ! my 
Lord Ordonio! 
Her Lord Ordonio ! Kay, I will not do it! 
I cursed him once — and one curse is enough ! 
How sad she look'd^ and pale ! but not lilie guilt — 
And her calm tones — sweet as a song of mercy ! 
Jf the bfvd spirit retain'd his angel's voice, , 
Hell scarce were Hell. And why not innocent? 
Who meant to murder me, might well cheat ber ? 
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But.ere she married him, he had stain'd her honor—* 
Ah ! there I am hampered — What if this were a lie 
Fram'd by the asss^ssin ? Who should tell it kira, 
If it were truth ? Ordonio would not tell him. 
Yet why ooe lie? all else, 1 know^ waa truth. 

No start, no jealousy of atining conscience I 
And she referr'd to ine — fondly, nicthought! 
Could she walk here if she l)ad been a traitress ? 
Here where we play'd together in our childhood ? 
Here where we pli:;htcd vows: where her cold cheek 
Received my last kiss, when with suppress'ii feelings 
She had fainted in my arms I It can not be ! 
'Tis not in nature ! I will die -believing, 
That I shall meet ber where no evil is, 
No treachery, no cup dash'd frmn the lips. 
I'll hamit this scene no more 1 live she in peace * 
Her husband — aye her husband ! May t^is angel 
New mould his canker'd heart! — Assist me, heaven! 
That I may pray for my poor guilty brother. 

{Exit. 

ESpOP THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A wild and mountainous 0»iniry. Ordomto and 
Isidore are discovered, supposedat a little fZ/s- 
tance from Isidore's h,ouse, 

Ord. Here we may stop : your house distinct m. 
view, 
Ypt we secured from listeners, 
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Jsi4. ■ Now indeed 

M^ hause ! and it looks cheerful as the clusters 
Busking in sunshine on yon vine-dad rock, 
That over brows it! Patron! Friend! Preserver! 
Thrice have you saved my life. Once in the battle 
You gave it me : next rescued me from suicid^ 
When for my follies I was made to wander, 
With moutlis to feed, and not a morsel for them : 
Now but for you, a dungeon's f>Iiiny stones 
Had been oiy bed and pillow. 

Ord. Good Isidore ! 

Why this to me? It is enough, you know it. 

Isid, A common trick of Gratitude, my lord. 
Seeking to ease her own full heart ■ ■- 

Ord, Enough ! — 

A debt repaid ceases to be a debt. 
You have it in your power to serve me greatly. 
hid. And how my loi'd ? I pray you name the- 
* thing. 
I would climb up an ice-glazed precipice 
To pluck a weed you fancied ! 

Qri. I^with embarrassment and hesitation.) 

Why — that— Lady — 
Isid. 'Tis now three years, my lord, since last I 
saw you ; 
Hove you a son, my lord ? 

Ord. O miserable — {aside.) 

Isidore ! you are a man, and know mankind. 
1 told you what I wish'd — now for the truth — ■ 
She loved the man, you kill'd. 
Isid. (looking oi suddenly alarmed.) 

You jest, my lord? 
Ord. And tiH his death is proved she will not 

wed me. 
Jsid, You sport with rae, ray lord ? 
Ord, Come, come ! this foolery 

Lives only in thy looks, thy heart disowns it V 
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Isid. I can bear this, and any thing more yrievoiw 
From you, my lord— hut how can I serve you here ? 

Ord, Why you can utter with a solemn gesture 
Oracular sentences of deep no-meaning, 
Wear a quaint garment, make mysterious antics — 

Isid. I am dull, my lord ! I do not comjirehend 
you. 

Ord. In blunt terms, yon can play the sorcerer. 
She hath no faith in Holy Church, 'tis true ; ■ 
. Her lover school'd her in some newei; nonsense ! 
Yet still a tale of spirits works upon her. 
She is a lone enthusiast, sensitive, 
Shivers, and can not keep the tears in her eye : 
And -such do love the marvellous too well 
Not to believe it We will wind up her fancy 
With a strange music, tliat she knows not of — 
_With fumes of frankincense, and mummery,' 
Then leave, as one sure token pf his death. 
That portrait, which from off the dead man's neck 
1 bade thee take, the trophy of thy conquest. 

Irid. Will that be a sure sin;n r 
, Ord. Beyond sujpicion. 

Fondly caressing him, her favour d lover, 
(By some base spell he had bewitch'd her senses) 
She whisper'd such.dark fears of me forsooth, 
As made this heart pour gall into my veins. 
And as bJie coyly bound it round his neck. 
She made iiim promise silenci'. ; and now holds 
The secret of the existence of this portrait 
Known only to her lover and herself. 
But I had traced her, btpln unnotic'd on them, 
And unsuspected saw and lieard the whole. ^ 

Isid. liiit now I should have cursed the man 
wiio told me 
You could ask ought, my lord, and I refuse — 
But ihis I can not do. 
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Ord. Where lies your scruple? 

Isid. {with stammering.) Why — why, my lord ! 
You kDOw you told me that the lady lov'd you. 
Had loved you with wcaatious tenderness ; 
That if the young man, her betrothed husband, 
Return'd, yourself, and she, and the honour of both 
Must perish. Now, tho' with no tenderer scruples 
Than those which beinji native to the heart, 
Than those, ray lord, which merely being a man — 
Ord. (aloud, though to express his contempt he 
speaks in the third person.) 
This Fellow is a Man — lie kill'd for hire 
One whom he knew- not, yet has tender scruples ! 

[then turning to Isidork] 
These doabts, thete fears, thy whine, thy staiumer- 

ing — 
Pish, fooi ! thou blunder'st thro' the book of guilt, 
Spelling thy villainy^— 

hid. • My lord — my lord — 

I can bear much — yes, very much from you ! 
But there's a point where sufferance is meanness j 
I am no villain — never Jcill'd for hire— 

My gratitude 

Ord. O aye^- your };ra;ilude ! 

'Twas a well-sounding word — what have you done 
with it r 
Isid. Who proffers his past favors for my virtue — 

Ord. {wick bitter scorn.) Virtue ■ 

Isid, Tries to o*erreach me — is a verr sharper. 
And should not speak of gratitude, my lord. 
I knew not 'twas your, brother I 

Ord. ialartned.) And who told you ? 

Isid. He himself told me. 
Ord. Ha ! you talk'd with liim '. 

Aiid those, Ae two Morcscoes who were with you? 
Isid, Both fell in a night brawl at Malaga* 
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Ord. (in a low voicf.) My brotlier— 
Isiti. Yes, my Iord» I cQuld not tell you / 
-I thrust away the thought — it drove me wild. 

But listen to me now — I pray you listen 

Ord. Villain ! no more. I'll iiear no more of it, 
Isid. My lord, it much imj>ort» your tulBresftfetjr 
Thiit you should hear it. 

Old. (tu7-ning€j\fTomisiDOHt.) 

Am not /a Man ? 
Tia as it should l>e ! tut — the deed itself 
Was idle, and these Rftcr-paogg still idler! 

liid. We met hiuo in the very place you mea* 
tioned. 

Hard by a grove of 6r8 

Ord. Enough — enough — . 

/sid. He fought us valiantly, and wounded all ; 

In fine, compeil'd a parley 

Ord. (sighi/ig as if lost in thought.) 

Alvar ! brother ! 
Tsid. He ofter'd me his purse — 
Or-d. (with eager suspicion.) Yes ? 
Isid. (indignantly.) Yes — I spurn 'd it. 
He promised us I know not what —in vain ! 
Then with a look and voice that overa^wed roe. 
He said, What mean you, friends ? My life is dear : 
I have a brother and a pronjjsed wife, 
Wlio make life dear to ine — and it I fall. 
That brother will roam earth and hell for vengeance. 
There was a likeness jo his face to yours — 
I ask'd his brother's name : he said-'-Ordonio, 
Son of lord Valdez ! 1 had vrcll nigh fainted. 
At length I said (if that indeed / said it. 
And that no Spirit mtide my tongue it's organ,) 
That yvoinan is dishonor d by that brother, 
And he the man who sent ua to destroy you. 
He drove a thrust at me in rage^ 1 told him. 
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He wore ber portrait round his neck. — He look'd 
As he had been made of the rock that propt his 

back — 
Aye, jnst as you look now — only leas ghastly! 
At length recovering from his trance, he threw 
His sword away, and bade us take his litie-'^ 
It>was not worth hb keeping. 

Old. And you kill'd iiirn ? 

Oh blood Hounds! may eternal wrath dame roinid 

you ! 
He was his Maker's Image undefac'd ! 

( a pause.) 
Jt seizes me— by Hell I will go on ! 
What — would'st thou stop, man? thy pale looks 
won't save thee ! 

(a pause.) 
Oh cold — cold — cold ! shot thro' with icy cold ! 
Ist4. (aside.) Were he alive he had/eturnd ere 
now — 
The consequence the samo — dead thro'his plotting! 

Prd, O this unutierable dying away — here — 
Tliis sickness of the heart ! (a pause. 

What if I went 
And liv'd in.a hollow tomb, and fed on weeds ? 
Aye ! that's the road to heaven ! O fool ! fool ! foolj 

(fl pause.) 
What have I donp but that which nature destin'd, 
Or the bhnd elements slirr'd up within me ? 
If good were meant, why were we made these Beings? 
And if not uieant — ' 

Is'td, You are disturb'd, my lord ! 

Qrd. (siarts, looks- at kim wildiy j then, after 
a pauscy during which his features at^ 
forced into a smile.) 
A gnst of the soul ! i'faiih, it overset me. 
,0 'twas all folly — all 1 idle aa laughter i 
Now, Isidore ! I sivear that thou shalt aid me. 



Iiid. ^in a low voice.) I'll perish first! 

Ord..>' What dost thou mutter of? 

Isid. Some of your servants know me, 1 am 
certain. 

Ord. There's some sense in that scruple j but 
we'll mask you. 

Isul. They'll know my gait: but stay ! last 
night I watch'd 
A stran^r near the ruin in the wood. 
Who as it seem'd was gathering herbs and wild 

flowers. 
I had follow'd him at distance, seen him scatQ 
Its western wall, and by an easier entrance 
Stoln after him unnoticed. There I marked, 
That mid the chequer work of lii;hl and shade 
With curious choice he pluck'd no other flowers, 
But those on which the moonligiit fell: and once 
I heard him. muttering o'er the plant. A Wizard> — • 
Some gaunt slave prowling here for dark cmploy-r 
ment. 

Ord. Doubtless you qurstion'd him? 

Isid. Twas my intention. 

Having first traced him homeward to hid haunt. 
But lot the stern Dominican, whpse spies 
Lurk every where, already (as it seem'd) 
Had given commission to liis apt familiar 
To seek and sound the Moor ; who now reluming^ 
Was by this trusty agent slopp'd midway. 
I, dreading fresh suspicion if found near him 
In that lone place, again conceal'd myself: 
Yet Mfithin hearing. So the Moor was question'd. 
And ini/our name, as lord of this domain. 
Proudly he answer'd. Say lo the lord Ordonio, 
*' He- that can bring the dead to life again !" 

Ord, A strange reply ! 

Isid. Ave, all of him is strange, 
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He mti^i iiifii&iit kmm^, ;et he Wiktt 
The Moorish robes, as if he coiirtfid'd^ath. 

Orrf: Whfere doe* UJii WifeiaM Jive? 
■ Aitfi {pointihg t6 the diatanie,) 

You see that brooklet ? 
Trace its course backward : thro' a narrow opening 
It leads you to the place!. 

Ord. How shall I know it ? 

Isid. YOu cannot err, ' It is a small green dell 
fiuilt all aroiind with high oft-sloping hills, 
Arid froni its shape oiir peaslnls aptly call it 
The Giant's Cradle. There's a lake in the midst; 
And round its banks tall it-ood that branches o^r. 
And niakea a kind Of faery forest grow- 
Down in the water. - At the fiirthet' etid 
A puny cidflract falls on the laUe ; 
And there, a carious Apt I ym «k^ )f^ shiUtoW 
For ever curling, like a wreath of smoke,- 
Up thro* the Mii%e of these Awry trees. 
His cQl ^ands oppasitej You cbfl tibf hilir^ U. 

Ord. {in retiring stDpl mMetf^kt the edge Of 

ike sdenct and tkintariting r&tifie to Isidoft^ 

Ha!-— Wholurks tteiie? Have we'bfeenbvcrfiea^d? 

There where the dmoctth high wall of slalg-t-6dc glit- 

ters-vi 

Isid. 'Neath tbo«e tdll AonMy^bitjb' propping, 
each the otber^ '' 

Form a moddpavtal with l^ir ■<^\M& tif-dh t-^ 
Pardon my smiles !— Tis a pM^ Vdlibl- Boy,- ■ 
Who sits intbe Sun, and twirls a Bough about, 
His wc^"^0« seeth'd $ff i&69t unmdaiiihg teard. 
And BO hdau, swt^ihg hiadoA^-itkii'FIead, 
And Btaniihg M his Boughfrotn M&rti to Sun-Set 
Secrtawiim-Voiee in indiiJcokite Noises,- 

Ord. 'Tis well ! and now for tbis same Wizard's 
, I^r. 

Isid. Somethreestrides upthebill,aiDOURtainash 



Stretches its lower boughs and scarlet chiBters 
O'er the old thatch. 

Ord.' I shall not fail to find it 

\^Exeunt Okdqvuo and Isidore. 



SCENE II. 

The inside qfa CottagCt around which Jlowers and 
plants of various kinds are seen. Discovers 
Alvar, Ziiliue; and Alhadra, as on tfte 
point qf leaving. 

Alhad, (addresnng Alv An.) 

Farewell then! and tho* many thoughts perplex me. 

Aught evil or ignoble never can I 

Suspect of Thee ! If what tiaou seem'st thou art, 

The oppressed brethreh of thy blood have need 

Of such a leader. 

Alv, Nobly Qiinded woman ! 

Long time agvnst oppression have I fonghti 

And for the native liberty of iaith 

Have Ued and siitier'd bonds. Of this be certain : 

Time, as he courses (Hiwardi still unrolls 

The volume of Concealhietit. In the Futitre, 
As in the optician's glassy cylinder. 
The indistinguishable bldts and colors . ' 
Of the dim Past collect and shape themselves, 
Upstartii^ in tli^r owtt completed image 
To scare or to reward. 

. I sought the giolty, 
And what I- sought I found : but ere the spear 
Flew from my hand, thece rose an angel form 
Betwixt me and my aim. ' With baffled purpose ' 
To the Avenger I leave Vengeafu:e, aqd d^»art '- 

Whate'er betide, if aught my arm mayaid» 

i,,Goi:)^le 



A TKAGEur, «7 

Or power protect, my irord is pledged to thee : 
For many are thy wrongs* and thy aoul nohje. 
Once more &rewell- [ExU Alijapba. 

Yes, to the Bclgic states 
We will return. These h>bes, this stain'd com- 

|dexi<m, 
Atio to falsehood, wei^ upon my spirit 
Whftte'er be&Il us, the heroic Maurice 
Will grant us an asylum, in remembcance 
Of our past services. 

Zul. And all the wealth, power, infiuence which 
is yours, 
You let a murderer hold ? 

JU>. O faithful ZuUtnjez ! 

That my return involved Ordonio's det^tb, 
I trust, would give me an uraningled pang, ; 
Yet bearable : — but when I see my &tber 
Strewing his scant grey h^rs, e'en on the ground. 
Which soon must be hia grave, and my Teresa — 
Her husband proved a murderer, and her infants 
Sit infants— poor Teresa ! — all wouid perish. 
All perish-^all ! and I (nay bear with me) 
Could not survive the complicated ruin ! 

Zjil. {much qfected.) 
Nay now ! I have distress'd you — -you well know, 
I ne'er will quit your fortunes. True, 'tis tiresome '. 
You are a painter*, one of many fancies ! 
You can call up past deeds, and make. them, live 
On the blank canvas ; and each little herb, 
Ttiat grows on mountain bleak, or tangled forest, 
You have learnt to name — — 

Hark ! beard you not some footsteps? 

^Iv. What if it were my brother coming onwards? 
I $ent a most mysterious message to him. 

Vide Appendix, pBg« 77. 
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Jh>. (starting.) It la he ! 
Ord, (to himself as he enters.) ' 

If I diBtinguifth'd right ber gait, and stature, 
It was the Moonsh woman, Isklore's wife, 
That pass*d tne as I enter'd. A tit taper, 
In the ni(Eht air, doth not more naturalty 
Attract the night flies round it, than a cenjupor 
Draws round him the whole female neighbotirbood. 
(adthressmg AvfKti* 
You kndw my name, I ^less, if not my per&on. 
J am Ordonio, son of the lord Valdei 

Ah. (with deep emotion^ iThe son of Valilea I 
[Obdonio walks leisurely round the rown^ 
and looks attent^eljf at the plaatt. 
Zul. {1o Alvab.) Why what aiH you now 9 
How your hand trembles t Alvar, speak \ what 
wish you? 
Ah. To fall upon his neck and weep fo^iveneesl 
Ord. (returning, and aloud.) 
Piuok'd in the moonlight from a f nin'd abbey — ■ 
Those only, which the pale rays visited i 
O the unintelligible power of weeds, 
When &. few odd prayers have beeo mutter'd o'er 

them : 
Then they work miracles ! I warraDl you. 
There's not a leaf, but underneath it Iurk« 
Some serviceable imp. 

There's one of you 
liath sent me a Strang^ meaa^e. 

Ah. I am he. 

' Prrf. With you, then, I am to speak; 

{Haughtily waving his hand to ZutrwEE. 
And mark you, alone. [ETi'tZv^iisEz, 

** He that can bring the dead to life again !" — 
3uch was your message^ Sir 1 You are no dullard* 

Googk 



But one thnt atitps U)e outward riad <tf tbioge ! . 
Alv. 'Tis fobled there are fruits with tempting 

That are atl dust and rottenness witbio. > 
Would' 8t thou 1 should strip such i 

Ord. Thou quiUiliog focd. 

' What dost thou m<^? Think'st thou I journe;*d 

hither, 
Tp spprt with tb^ ? 

^/p. O no, my lord 1 to sport 

Best suits the gaiety of innocence. 

Ord. (aside^ 
O whata tbrag is hood ! the wisest heart 
A Fool I & Fool that laughs at its own folly, 
Yfit still a Fool 1 (Looks round the cottage. 

You are poor I 

Alv. What follows thence ? 
' Qrd' That you would fein be richer. 

The inquisition, too — You comprebead me ? 
You are poor, in peril, I have wealth and power. 
Can queach the fiames, and cure your poverty : 
And for the boon I ask of you but this, 
That you shodild serve nie — once — for a itw hours. 

Mv. {solemnly.) 
Thou art the son of Valdez ! would to Heaven 
That I could truly ^nd for ever serve theet. 

Ord. The slave begins to soften. (aside-.) 

You are my friend— 
." He that caja bring the dead to life a^m " — 
Nay, no defence to me ! The holy brethren 
Believe these calumnies — 1 know thee better. 

(then with great bitteritets,' 
Thou art a inaa. and as a man I'll trust thee ! 

Alv. (aside.) 
Alas ! tbis^ollow mirth — Declare your budaen« 
. Ord. I love a lady, aiHisbe would lore me 
But for. ao idle and &Dta3tic vcrapba. 

i,,Gt>t)^le 



Have you do servants here, no listeners ? 

[Ordonio steps to the ihor. 

Alv. What faithless too ? False to hia angel wife ? 
To such a wife } Well might'st thou look so wan, 

Ill-starr'd Teresa ! Wretch ! my softer soul 

Is pass'd away, and I will probe his conscieDcel 

Ord. In truth this lady lov'd another man, ■ 
Sot he has perish'd. 

Alv. What ! you kill'd him ? hey ? 

Ord. Ill dash thee to the earth, if thou but 
think'st it ! 
Insolent slave ! how dar*dst thou— 

[iums abruptly fron. AtrxR, 
and then to himseif.) 

Why! what's this? 
*Twa8 idio^ ! I'll tie myself to an aspen, 
And wear a fool's cap — 

Ah. ivaatching his agitation.) FaretheeweU— ' 
I pity thee, Ordonio, even to angiiish. 

[Alvar is retiring*. 

Ord. (having recovered himself). 
Ho ! (caUing to Alvar.) 

Aiv, Be brief, what wish you ? 

Ord. You are deep at bartering — ^You charge 
yourself 
At a rcund sum. Come, come, I spake unwisely. . 

Alv. I listen to you. ^ 

Ord. In a sudden tempest. 

Did Alvar perish— he, I mean— the lover — 
The fellow 

Ah. Nay, speak out I 'twill ease your heart 
To call him villain ! — Why stand'st thou aghast? 
Men think it natural to hate their rivals. 

Ord, (hesitating.) 
Now, till she knows him dead, she will not wed me.'- 

Alv. (with eager vehemence.) 
Are you not wedded then t Merciful Heaven 1 

I :,Gi>()^le 
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Not wedded to Tbhesa ? 

OrcL Why what ails thee ? 

What, art thou mad ? why look'st thou upward so? 
Dost pray to Lucifer, Prince of the Air ? 

Alv. {recollecting himself.) 
Proceed. I shall be ^lent (Alvab- sits, and 
leaning on the table, hides hifface.) 

Ord. To Teresa ? 

Politic wizzard ! ere you sent that message, 
You had conn'd your lesson, made yoursetfproficient 
In all my fortunes. Haii ! you prophecied 
A golden crop ! Well, you have not mistaken — 
Be faithful to me and I'll pay thee nobly. 

Alv. (lifting up his head.) 
Well ! and this lady ! 

Ord. If we could make her certain of his deathj 
She needs must wed me — Ert her lover left her. 
She tied a little portrait round his neck, 
■ Entreating him to wear it. 

Alv. {sighing.) Yes ! he did so ! ■ 

Ord. Why no : he was atraid a£ accidents* 
Of robberies, .and shipwrecks, uid the like. 
In secrecy he gave it me to keep, 
'Till his return. 
' Alv. What ! he was your friend then ? 

Ord. (wounded and embarrassed.) 
I was his friend. — 

Now that he gave it me. 
This lady knows ooL You are a mighty wizard — 
"Can "call the dead man up — he 'Will not come — 
He is in' heaven then— there you have no influence. 
Still there are tokens — and your imps may bnng you 
Something he wihv about him when be died. 
And when the smoke of the incense on the altar 
Is pess'd, your spirits will bave left jhis-^ucture. 
Wiat say you now ? , 

Ah. ligier a pause.) Ordonip, X will, do it 



Ord. We'll hazard nff delfiy. B« It to-uigbt, 
In the early cveoing. Ask for the Lord Valdez.- 
I will prepare him. Music tw^ and inceose, 

(For I havfl arranged it — Muaic, Altar, Incense). ' 
All shall be ready. Here is tUa same picturcj 
And. here, what you will value raore» si purse. 
Come.ciarly for your niagio ceremonies. 

Alv. I will not fail (C meet you. 

Ord. Till next we meet, farewell 1 . 

{Exit Ordonio. 

Alv. {alone, indignaTtify^ings the pane tm}(^, 
and genes passhnately ut the portrait). 
And I did curse thee f 
At midnight P on my knees ? and I believed 
Thee perjur'd, thee a traitress ! Thee dishonor'd. }■■ 
.O blind aud credulous focd. ! O. guilt of folly I 
Should not thy inarOculait Fondnessee, 
Thy Infant lives-^sbouJd not thy Maidtn Vows 
Have come upon my hewt P And t^is sweet Imafe 
Tied round my neck withmanya chafite endearment, 
AndthrilIihghaiid8,thatmademeweepandtrismUe— 
Ah, coward dupe ! . to yield it to the mUereB|it> 
Who spake pollution of thee ! barter lor Ij£b 
This farewell Fledge, with which impasaioo'd Voir 
I had sworn, thait I would gra«fh— cv'n ia myPvath- 



I am uaworlfay ofthj! loyte, Teresa, 
Of that unearthly smile upoi^ those lip<, ' ' 
Which -eTeremird on -me I Yet do not $ccim rae^ 
i lisp'd thy name* ere.I had t^urnt my mother's^ 

Dear Portmlt,! reacnrtd froift) a traitor's kcepjo^ 
I will notncnv.pi!opiianfl,the%. holy Ifiage, 
To B'd&r^trkk. . Thai .wor&t had nwnshall find 
A picture, which will wake the hell wit&in him. 
And i-Qoseiir fiery ^vdintyind. is bis^co^cience.- 

END OF THE S£C0HD ACT. , 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

A Itall of Jmiori/, ttitk an AUar at the back" 
of the Stage. Sift Music from an Instrument 
'.iif Glass or Steei. 

Valdez, Obdomo, and a lv am in a Sorcerer's 
robe, are discovered. 

Ord. Tltis was loo melilot-holyi Father. 

Void. ■ Ney, 

My Alvar lov'd aad music from a child. 
Oaat tie was lost; antl atter ivoary search 
We<found bim !□ an open place in the wood. 
To which spot lie bad tbIloweJ a blind boy, 
Who 'br«atb'd> into a pipe of sycamiore 
Some strangely moving n(Hes : aitd these, he said, 
W«ro tau{{ht him in a dream. Him we first saw 
Stretch'd on the broad top of a sunny heath-bank : 
And lower down poor Alvak, fast asleep, 
Hb he«d upon the blind boy's dog. It pleas'd vap 
To mark how he had fasten'd round the pipe 
A ailvw toy lus'grandam bad Ute given him* 
Methinks 1 see him now aB he then lo^k'd — ■ 
£v«i so ! — He bad ouiigrown his infant dress» 
Yet ^11 tke wore iu 

Ah> My t«ars must o^t flow ! 

, I must nptclasp his kae«*, and cry, My £dther \ ■ 

Enter Tehesa, and Attendants , ■ - - 

Ter. Lord Valdez, you.luire asked (ny pr«s<^c^ 

here. 
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And I submit r baf (Heaven bear witnesa for ne) 
My heart approves it not ! 'tis raockerj. 

Ord. BeliCTeyou then DO preternatural influence' 
. Believe you not fbat spirktt throng around usr 
7Vr. Say rather that I have inHMjin'd it 
A possible thing : and it has sootH'd my soul 
As other fancies have ; but ne'er sedoeed me 
To traffick with the black and frenzied hope ' 
Tliat the dead hear the voice of witch> or wizcnrd. 
(To Alvar) Stranger, I moura and btush to sm 

■ you here, , > . 

On such empkiyment ! With far other thoughts 
I leftyoa, 

Ord, {asiie) Ha! he has been tampering withher? 
Alv. O higb-aout'd Maiden f and more dear to me 
Than auits the Stranget*& name i — ■ 

I swear to the« 
I will ancover aU eotioealed Ouili, 
Doubt^ but dedde not I Stand ye Cromthe altar. 
[Her^ a rtrmn of music if heafd from 
hehind the JKCne.] . ,, ■ ' 
' Abe. With no irreverent voice or (mamtb charm 
i call up the Departed 1 ^ 

< Soolof AUarl^ 

Hear our soft suit^ and heed my mUdetr spell': ■ < 
So Doav the Gates of Paradise, ^abarr'd, 
Cease thy 8wiA;t(Mh F Since haply thou art one - 
Of that innumerable cowaptroy : i . j 

, Who<in broad ekele, lov^rthan the ra&ibow, 
GirdlQ this round earth in a diazy^motMt, ' 
With noise too vast and cwiatant to be beard : 
Fitlieat li^nheArdl For^b, ye numberless, 
And rapif^ Tiayallers^F >hat e^ uitttifnq'd, 
'"^hat sense untnadden'd, might bear-up egaimt 
lite rushing of yottr'coo^prt^ated wings? 
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Even Qow your IJving wheel turns o'er my head ! 
[Mutic lexprettJve ijftht movements and 
images that foUoic.\ ■■-■■■■ 
Ye, as ye pass, toss high the desart Sands, - 
That roar and whiten, Uke a burst of waters, 
A sweet appearance, but a dread illusion 
To the parch'd caravan that roams by night! 
A,nd ye bujld up on the becalmed waves 
T^ai whirling pillar, which from Earth to Heaven 
Stands vast, and moves in blackness ] Ye too split 
The )c6 nlountT and with fragments many add huge 
Tempest the neH'-thkw''d sea, whose sadden gulphs 
Sucfcifi,'perchahce,'some Lapland wizaM's skin!. 
Then round and round the whirlpool'^ oiarge ye dance, 
71U from the blut* swoln' Corse the Soul toils Oat,. 
And joins your mighty Artny. 

Ilftre behind tbk icetus a voice singt tke thref 
Hw^rf*, *'.f{ear,s^eet Spirit"] ' 
' ' 'Sbut AfAIvar r 
Hear the mild spell, and tempt no blacker Cbartal 
By^ghs unnfuiet, 'and'th'e sickly paftjj; ' 
Ot a ha^i'dead,' yet still' undyiiig Hope, 
pass riitible before our n;l6rfal seosfi ! 
So shall thte Ctiurcb's d^anding ritea be tliine. 
Her kiieQi fatid niia^ee, that redeem the Dead 1 . 

SOKG. 
Bekt?td tkc ScttKf,* itee&n^aitied hf the same 

'• ■■ inftr'itmeHftfhf^fan. 

Hear, sweet spirit h^ tHe apellc 
Lest a blacJKj: charm compel 1 
... So shail the iijidti^gi^^ bre«EC^ swell 
]^ith thy; deiep.ltflg^Upgefing knelt 

And at evening evermore^ ' 
In a Chapel on th^^Mr^,' 
Sh«ll'tb«t(;htMnafnt|jtkI^aad faintly. 



YcUow tapers buniiag ftiintly, * 

Doleful M»£tici chatint lor tlieet 
Miserere Doijiine ! 

Hark ! the cadence dies away 

On the jetloM mooiilipfit sea : 
The boHiniL-n rest tlieir ours and say. 
Miserere Dqiiiiiic'! 

[A long Pause, 
Ord. 11)6 inpciceot pbey nor charm nor spell I 
My brother is it) iK^aven. Tlipu sainted spirit, 
Burst on otir si^lit, a passing visitant! 
Once nioi'p to ^uiti' tliy voice, once iiiQre tp see thee^ 
O 'twere a joy to Kiel 

Alv. ■A joy to tlieel 

Wiiat if tlion heardst lijin nqw? 'NViiat jf iiis spirit 
Rc-eiUfr'd it'? colct corse, miij came upon thee 
' ^Vith niany a stab from nidtiy a murderer's ponJard^ 
What if (his stedfrtst Eye still beaming Pity 
And Biolhcv's loye) lie tum'd bis head aside, 
Ixat he should look at tl\ee, anil w'\\\\ ptie took 
Hurl thee heyond all pg!^vev of Penitence, ? 
Valit. Tht'se i<re gnlifiW fancies ! 
Ori^. fSiruggiitts tpieft Jiis'JecUngs) 
... , Yes, my father, . 

Ho is in Heaven ! * 

Ali^. {Stiil to OvioovXo.) 

But whflt if he h^^-a bfoUipr( ■. 
Who had liv'd evea «Q( t^iat aX hi^ 'frying hour, 
The name of heaven would liaveconvuis'd hi? face^ 
More than rile deaih-pang ? ' ' ' ^ 

Val. ■■^'' Itjly prathio man! ';., 

Thou haat guess'd'ill : Ijbn Alvar*s only bro.tber 
' Stands here before thee'— atitb^*s blessing oft Uiin ! 
He is most virtuous^, ■,- ; •■■, , 

Alv. (Still taOuDeifioJ ,. :-.: 
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Had pamper'd his swolii heart atid made liitn proud P 
And what if Pride had dup'd him into guiH } 
Yet still he stalk'd a self created God, . . 
Not very bold, but exquisitely cunning ; 
And one tliut at his Mother's lookiii|j glass , 
Would force his features 'ro a frowning steruness? 
Young Lord! [ tell thee,that there are such Beings- 
Yea, and it gives fierce merriment to the damn'd, 
To tiee thesti most proud men, that loath iftankind, 
At every stir and buz of coward conscience, 
Trick, eanti and lie, most whining hypocrites ! 
Away, ftway I Now let mc hear more music 

[Music agam]. 
' Ter. Tis strange, I tremble at my own conjecturesl 
But whatsoe'er it mean, I dare no longer 
Be present at tliese lawless 'myaleries. 
This dark Provokiogof the Hidden Powcre-l 
Already [ atfront — if not high Heaven — 
Yet Atvai's -Memory !■■ Hark ! I make appeal 
Against th' unholy rite, and hasten hence 
To bend before a lawful Shrine, and seek 
That voice which whispers, when the still Heart 

■ listens, 
Comfort and faithful Hope ! I^t ua retire. 

Atv. (To Tebesa an.riouslt/J, 
O full ot fiiith and guileless love, thy Spirit 
Still prompt^ tftee wisely. F^t the piings of guUt 
Surprise the guilty : ttwu art innocent! 

i^ewJ/XaRKSA and Attendant. 
(Music as before,) 
^ Til? spell jqmutt^r'd — Come, thou >vandering Shape, 
, -" Who own'st no .Master in a human eye, 

Whate'er be this rhan's do6m, fair be it, or foul, 
If he be dead. O cotne !, ant) tiriDg-with' tliee 
That wbicl) tie grasp'dip death ! %uX. if he live, - 
Some ioken of his obscure perilous life. 

.. [7V'iu/i0/;^itfic clashes into a.Cborut^ 



CftORUS. 

WMde^ins Demons ! hear the spdit ! 
Lest'a blacker diarm compel— ' 

{The ittc€me.on\the,a\tf^ takri^rc swf^tfffy^ 
uii4 W: iUi^nfii^tjnetuve of. AlvarV 
auasiinatiau.is ducwertdt and k^ing rcf 
maiited a. Jew, sec^flfi, k.thm hidden by 
Oiceudipgjawies,'] 
Ord. (starting, in grefit^gitatloii,^. 
- Duped.!, diif^il! tluped '.—tl)e traitor I M4<)r^'.' 

[_M thi*. iniK/ni tkp daqrs Are fvtQtd^ op^ 

MoNviEUKO ondjhe.Xfmitiars of the lit' 

fumtion^ iprvaftts, Jff. ejtterait4Jiif'.ifi* 

'l(fg^-] . . - • , 

^on. First AeizQ. thesorcq'er! BfiSee. ixin-ofil 

to Sfieak ! 

The holy judgeft of the Int^uis^lion; 

SfaaU haar.i^is fipt yords.— Loq]^ you pjalfV liVfl 

Valdw? 
Plaia evidence have we here of nfio^t foul aorper/^ 
Tbearc 19 a diingeuq undcTn^ath this easily, 
And at you hope for mild ioterpretatipp. 
Surrender Nut^ntly the key^ ^nij charge of it. 
Ord. (rtcovtring kn^ffif. afj'r^v^ tfuff^,t to 
the servdftts.). 
Vby baste ytta pot ? Off fvith bitn t? tbe duo^fpn *. 

IJii ntsft sMf, in t^w^ft. 

sczm 11. 

Inferior ^ a Chapelt o^'A painted Windma, 

£njt^ T|!'h;m. 

When first I enter'd th!a pure spot, forebodings 
Pressed 4ieav J on my4ieart: but s> I kqelt, ' 
Such t^lm unwonted btiu ppascu'd aiv aplril^ 
A 'trance so chwdleBB, tfaattftose toaaat, hard by. 



A TKAOEDV. -V 

OtltHmplin2'upf6ar'felI uporiffllneiear 
As alien andunDOticed as the rain-storm 
Beats oil the roof of sbme lair banqnet-rtKHn, 
While sweetest nieloliies' are warbling'-' — • 

Enter Valbez. 

Vaidl Ye pitying saiiit&,'f6r^ve it ftfther'a'bliiKl- 
■ ness, 
Arid'extricktb ui from'this'net of JJertl ! 

7>r. Who wakes anew my fears, and speak* ui 
peril ? 
'Ffl/rf. O bestTriresa, wisfely wert tbtJU prompibd! 
This was no feat of mortal' agency ! 
That picture— Oh, that'picture tells me all ! 
With Br 9uh of %h't ivct^e, 'Irt flatD6»-ft vanish'^ 
Self- kindled, aelf-consmn*d : bi'ight a!s thy Life, 
Sudden iftn'd'uh*jrpeclerf as ttiy Fate, 
Alvar!' My Son !' My Sod ! — ^The Inquisitor — 

TW-j'Torture menotVCut'AIvaiM^hof A*vir !• 
' -Valdi Ho^oftea *buld He [Head for these Mo- 

rescoes! 
The brood accurst! reaiorse}ess,-C()trWd nnirderers! 

So? so? — I conrorehertd you^-"He- is-' — 
^^f-atd. (tifith averttd countenance.) 

' He h uo^ttrtrc ! 
' ' 7??*^ O Wrrow T that 4 PathierV V^oice ^Mrald say 

' this. 
A TAhferV Heart telieVe it ! 

f^aid.. A worse-sorrow 

iiti;■Fincj'U'il^i]WW6pea^o a heirt despairing? ;_ 
Ter. These rays that slant in Ihro' those gprgcdus 
''■ *irtdo(V3, 
iVaiiri'yoir'bright afb'*ilWtolor'da«'th«ypaa», 
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Are they not light ? — Even so that voice," Lortf' 

Voldez^ 
Whicli whispers to nijr soul, the' haply varied 
By many a Fancy, many a wilful Hope, 
Spenks yet tlie Truth ; and Alvar lives tor me ! 
VatiL Yes> for three wasting years, thus and do 
ether. 
He hasliv'd for ihee- « spirit for thy sjiurit * 
My child, we must not give religious faith 
To every voice which makes the heartaJistener - 
To its o*** wish. 

Tert I breathed to the Unerring 

Permitted prayers. Must those remain unan»wer*d, 
Yet impious Sorcery^ tlmt holds no a>iuiuune 
Save with the lying splHt, claim bcHief ^ . . 
' Vaid. O not to-day, not now for the first time 
Wa* Alvar lost to thee — 

(tunting og^ aloudt but yet as to himtelfi 
Accurst assassins I 
^Disorm'd, o'erpower'd, despairing. of defence 
At his bared breast he sceniV] to grasp some n^idi 
Wore dear than was his life- — - 
Ter. (with faint s/iriek.) 

O Heavens ! mjr portrait [ 
And he cftff grasp it in Uis death pang ! 

Off, false Demon, 

Tbat beat'st tby black wings close above my head ! 

[Okdon io enters with ike keys of 

the dungeon in his hund.'\ 

Hush ! who comes here t T)at wizard ftloor'a va^ 

pilfer t 

Moors were his murderer6,you say ? Stunts slucld us 

F^oin. wicked .thoughts-*— ■ ' 

[Valdez moves toward the backt^ the stage 

fo meet OitDUN lo, and during the conclitd- 

ing lines of Teuesa'j speech appe&rs as 

tagerly conversing with him.] 



The nuptial rites and funeral shall tw.one I 
HN'e'4 no abidijng*place fdr thee, Teresa. — 
Away I they «ae me not — Tft«it 8e«Pt.mfi» Alvar 1 1 
To ^tee I bend mycourac.-r-JBut first one qi^^tipVi 
One qumtion to Ordonio. — My lilsb* tf^ml^^r- 
llierelniaysUuDaiark'd-'^inbausDtwUlr^^taremei 
(retires Wt of sight.') 

Ord. (askeddiianceswiihVALDm-) 
The«e are the dungeoq keys. Monvi^dro knew do^ 
Tfaat I too bad received the wizard's me9safi;e; 
" He that can bring the dead to lifo Again." 
But DOW he ii satisned, I ph^n'd this scheme 
To work a full conviction on the culprit^ 
And bo entrusts bim wholly to my keepii^ 

Fold. Til well, uiy son i But have you yet dis- 
cover'd 
(Where is Teresa ?) what those frpeeeh^s tnearili — 
Pride, «ttd Hypocrisy, and Guilt, and Cunhing > 
Then when tlie wiuuxl flx'd his eye on you. 
And you, I know not why, look'd paW and tre^r 
bl«d — 
. Why — Why, what ails you now f — 

Ord. (crnfiised.) Me? what ails ijie.^ 

A pricking of the blood — It might have liappeii'd 
At any other time, —Why scan yeu niQ.^ 

Void. His speech.abou't the cors9, and stabs, 
and niurdera:^. 
Bore referMice ta the asaassiofr— ^«-i- 

Ord. Dup'd ! dup'd ! dup'^J 

The traitor, Isidore ! (a pautCy thtn wiidjji. 

I tdl thee, my dear fethor ! 
I am most glad of this. 

P''ald. (^con/used.) True— Sorcery 
Merit<i its doom ; and this perchance may guide us 
. To the diiicovery of the murderers. 
I have their statures and tbcu- s^vetaj facts. 

G 



So- present 'W UHs'lhat but once to meet tliem 
Would be to recognize. 

Ord: . Yes! yes T ^ ntcogaizc l;h^« ! 

I was ben»iilb*d, and sta^Cr'd up and' down / . 
Thyo' dftrktiEfss tvithoot U^-^dark— dsiici— dtrk *■' 
My flesh crept chill, my Ikabs ielt maiiaffkd, .' j 
As had a sitabe (ioil'dmuBd'theml— Now I'tis.sgu t' 
' ' shine, 

And tfie btotid dances' froely thro' ita.cbwmfiisl- 
C--- ■' \Tarm off.abrvptiyi rtken to himsdfi' 

This ismy virtuous, ^o(itf/b/ Isidore I ■■ . ; . 

[then mhnkhwg IsidOub-'j manner amivpkii-^ 
" A common trick of gpoititudet my lord !". . ■ 

Old Gratifeide ! a daggerm-ould disaecl ■ .; i,'. 
His " o*nfi!U heart "— 'twdre goodto seBiitscjalor/. 
Tald. ■ lihese magic isigiitai'!.. O tkwt.l ne*cr had 
yielded 
To youf enti-eaties ! Ninlbcr had I yielded, . . 
jjnt that in' spite of your own sceoiing fiiiUi . 
I held it iot tome innocent stratagem. 
Which Love had jmNnpted, to remove the douUts, . 
Of wild Teresa — by fencies quelling fancies f 

Or{J. (in a siozo voice, as reasoning to .hijo^:) 
1ja^<i \ Love ! and then we batel and what ? and 

wherefbrcP. 
Hatred add lx)ve! Fancies oppofl'd by fjncles I 
What P if one reptile sUi^ a&olher repttfe .? 
Where is the crime P Tho -goodly face of nature 
Hath one disieattiring' stain the lees upon It. 
Arc we not all predestin'd Transiency, 
And cold Dishonor P Grant it, that thb hand 
Hint given a morsel to the hungry worms 
Somewhiit too early — Where's the crinaa of this r 
That this muBt needs bring on tlie idiocy 
Of moist-eyed Penitence- ~'ti3 like a dream t 
/'flW. Wild talk, my sou! Ulrt thy excess of feel- 
iiig — ■ . {averting Iwrnelf'. 



Almost I foaiVit-hnth' urihiflgedbis-^MVjir ': r /^ 
, . Ord. (now in ioHia^, and^fvie ad^'essing his 
fathtr: antd-Jutt qfter th4(ipeech has 
commenced) Tkiuba reappears a?^ ad- 
vances slcfwfyk) 
Say, I had' hiy'd. a bqdy id th# sun ! ,. '.' .7 
.WdH'io B.moe^tbgr^^Atarm forth from the corse 
A thousand, nay, ten thoim^d sentient }>ei^ ; { 
In pEaoe of that qne mai1.'rS3y> I had kill'd hnp ! 

rTiit£fl(v \i0rig,aadstc^s lis^sfung. 
Yet who shall tell me, tbat-faf;hpne.and ajl, . ,' 
-Of-tbese -ton thoi»aaiiJ*WP5.iB:BotH^ happy, , . •■ ; 
A5btHat.0ne.ltfe, iwhicjb ^ingpuahlij.Wd.e*', '.) 
Made room for tliese unnumber'd-—— ;-, 

Vald. 0;inerB aiadnflss'! 

.. .?■ {TahBaA Bw»aj ki^^i^foTioardsy.K^Trd^ccs 

■\ ■: : '.ktO'se^ directly k'^(tr^,(yit-pofno.'\ 

Ord. {Checking the Jelling fi/ ,^firp>ize, and 

■ -^ ford^hi9t<mfsiAtOQri,expression of playful 

- eouriety). v I , ' ...,,:, 'i ;, r, 

Teresa? or the Phantom of T^t^eaa?,, . 

Ter. Alas ! the Phantotn only, .ifintraih \ 
The ^tibatauce of rhbcfi^itig,- her Ufe's life, , , - ; 
Hvcm t»eQ its fliglit'ttiro' Alvar'3 death-wound— >■' 

(a-pause).' • Where^— 

(Even eowsrd Murder '^ots the dqad a grave) 
0|tellme,:Valdez! — aoswer.mp, Ordonio! 
. Where lies the corse of (ny betrothed liu^band ? [ 
Ord. There, where Ordooio likewise would fain 
litf! 
In tli^slee^^Gompelling effrtb> >n un[HercVl darknes^! 
For while we LIVE — . 
An inward day, tbat never, never sets, 
Glaretfrouhd tlie eouI, and mocks the closing eyclidaf 

lOyer bis rqieky gnti^ the Fir-grove.^^s 
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A luUing WflSteleBs ittrge ! Tii Veil »hH ntv I 
[l^t-idei gf tW «^M{n}« Urwards tht tUtar^ 
hut rttutHS as Yavdvz issptaiing.] 
Jir, {TteoUing ftn'M t/re Orpreasim appropriate 
to tke passion.) 
ITie rock! the flr-gfovel <r« Fatdesi) 

Dkl'«t ^AwbearMRi s^it? 
Ht»h! t will astc him 1 

Fald. Urpc him not— not aow ! ' 

This vt behthi. Nor &« nor I know more, 
Than vthat the tn&git! hASgery T«veal*ii 
The assassin, wb6 preet foretaiOBt of tbe tthree--*'-^ 
Ord. A tender-heartedt kfupulotn, ^raf^^ 
vittanij 
'Whom r wIB sthinjjle '. 

Void. \lot^g -mih attxidta dusqwet it kit Sou, 
yet itttemptiitg i» praewd with his 
destripHtm.) 

While h^9 ¥(*o coupuniaK 

Ord. Dead ! dead already ! what cm 'we for 

the dead P 
VaM, {To Teresa.) 
Pity him? aocyttie him ! diMn&bbfA hii nfncit! . 
These supernatural ^heH'S, this ectruiee n^adonnt, 
And his too fond a'ffiKftion, which still hrood? 
O'er Alvar's F^e, end sijH tfams to avenge it*~ 
These, fl^ug^ihg vfhh his hopdess love ibr yo», 
Distemper him, and give verity 
To the creatures Of !ttS fency, 

Ord. Is it so ? 

Yea*, yea! '«veii Ukts«<^d, tbattW abropdy 
Rous'd by a dare of light from ilBepest ileep 
Starts up be«%der'd, bad t^ks idly. 
(TAoi myslerioaaly.) Father ! 

What if the Moom that made my brother's grave, 
Even DOW were ffiggiftg oun' ? Wl»l if <be hdt> 
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A TRACEtir. 45 

Though aim'J, I dOubt DCfl, at the boh of Valdez, 
Yet miss'd its true aim v/hea it fell on Alvar ? 

Fold. Alvar ne'er fought agaiiist the Moora, — ■ 
«iy rather, 
He was their advocate ; but yon bad nmrcli'd 
With fire and desolation through their villi^es.— ^ 
Yet he by chance was captur'd. 

Ord. Unkaown, perltapi, 

Captur'd, 3'et as the son of Valdez, murder'd. 
Leave all to me. Nay, whither, gende Lady ? 

Fold. Wbalt seek you now r 

Tgr. A better, surer light, 

To guide me- 

Math Fal. X Ord. Whither? 

Ter. To the only place 

Where life yet dwellu for me* and euse of heart 
These walls seem threat'ning to fall in upon me ! 
Detain me not ! a dim power drives me hence. 
And that will be my guide. 

Void. . To find a lover! 

Suits that a high bom maiden's modesty? 

folly and shame ! Tempt not my rage, Teresa ! 
Ter. Hopeless, I fear no human being's rage. 

And am I hastening to the arms -O Heaven I 

1 haste but to the grave of my beloved ! 

[Exit, VAhVEz following after her, 
Ord. This, then, is my reward! and must I 
love her ? 
Scom'd! shndder'datl yet love her still? yes lyes!, 
fiy the deep feelings of Revenge and Hate 
I will still love her — woo her — win her too ! 
(a pause. J Isidore safe and silent, and the portrait 
Found on the wizzard — he, belike, self-poison'd 

To escape tlic crueller flames My soul shout* 

triumph ! 
The mine is undermio'd I Blood! Blood! Kood! 
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*6 reuorse: 

Tbey thirst for thjf blood ! //y/ tipod, Ordoniol 

(a paute.) 
■The Hunt 13 up ! and in Uie midnight wood . 
With lights to dazzle and with neta they seek 
A timid prey: andlo! the tyger'a eye 
Glares To the r$d dame of bis.huoter's iorcb ! 

To Isidore I will dis))atcli a message, 
And hire him to the cavero! aye, tli^t cavern! 
H« cannot lail to find.it. Thither I'U lureiiim, , 
Whence he shall never, never more rct^irn ! 

(Looks through the side window.) 
A rim of the sun lies yet upon the sea. 
And DOW 'tis gone'! > All shall be done to ni^ht. 

{Exit. 



t.UD Of'VhE TlllKV ACT. 
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ACT ly. :' 

: . SCENE I. 

A caiern, dark, except where a gldam.of tnqoii' 
lightis seen on otiesideat ihe/ur-tkereKd jj/'t'i ; 
Siippdiedio iiC cast, on it, from a crevice in a 
part tf thi cavern out of' sight. Isidore ahnCf 
an extinguished torch ia his hand,) ■ 

hid. Faith 'twas a moving Jettei^-r-very qioving ! 
'* \\\% life in danger, no piece safe but this."'^ ' 
•' 'Twas liis turn now to tnlk, of gratitude." 
And yet— rbut no ! there can't be such a villain. 
It can not be ! 

Thanks to tliat little crevice, , 
Which lets the mooniiglit in ! I'll go and sit by It. 
To peep at a ifee, or see a he goat's" beard, 
Or hear a cow or two breath lourf in their sleep — 
Any tiding but this crash of water drops ! 
These dull abortive sounds, that fret the silence 
With puny thwartings and mock opposition I 
So be^ts the death-watch to a sick man's ear. 

[He goes out of sight, opposite to the patch of 
■ tnoanlight, returns after a minutes' elapsCy 
in an ej:stacy of fear]. 
A hellish pit ! The very same I dreamt of ! 
I was just in — and thobe damn'd fingers of ice 
Which clutch'd my hair up.! Ha ! — what's that — it 
niovM. 
i\Isidore stands staring at another recess in the 
cavern^ In the mean time, Ordonio enters 
with a torch, find halbos to Isidore.] 
Isid. I swear that I saw something moving thei*et 



48 

The moohshioe came and went like a flash of U^U 

ning — 
I swear, I saw it move. ■ 
Ord. (goes into the recess^ then returns, and 
with great scorn.) 

A jotting clay stone 
Drops on the long lank weed, that grows beneath : 
And the weed nods and drips. 
Isid. {forcing a laughfamlly). 

A jest to lau^ at ! 
It was not that which scar'd iQe» good nay idrd. 
Ord. What scar'd you, then ? 
Isid. You see that little rift F 

But £rst permit roc ! ' 

{Lights kit torch at OnDONio'Sf 
and while lighting it] 
*^ (A lighted torch in the haml. 

Is no unpleasant ohject here — one's breath 
Floats round the flame, and makes as tnany colors, 
As the thro ctouds that travel near the moon.) 
You see that crevice there ? 
My torch extinguished by these water drops, 
And marking that the moonlight came Irow (hencCi 
I slept in to it, meaning to sit there ; 
But scarcely had I measured twenty paces — 
Aly body bending forward, yea o'erbalanccd 
Almost beyond recoil, on the dim brink 
Of a huge chasm I stept. The shadowy moonshine 
Filling tlie Void so counterfeited Substance, 
That my foot hungostant adown the edge. 
Was it my own fear ? 

Fear too hath it's insdncta 1 
(And yet such dens as these are wildly told of. 
And there are Beings that live, yet not K>r the eyi) 
An arm of frost above and from behind me 
f iucJc'd up ahd snatcht me back\\'ard. Merciful 
Heaven! 
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You smile! alas, ev«a smites look ^astly heret 
M; lord, I pray you, go yourself and view it. 

Ord^ It Diust have shot soone plexeaint feelhigi ' 
through you. 

Isid. Ifevery atom of adead man*B6eilk* 
Sliould creep, each one with a particular Ii£l» 
Yet all as cold as ever — 'twas juat m I 
Or had H drizzled needle points of frost 
Upon a feverish head made suddenly bald— 

Ord, (iaterruptmg him) Why Isidore, 
I blush for tliy cowardice. It might ban startled, 
I grant you, even a brax^e mao for a tnotneaf^— 
But such « panie— 

hid. When > boy, my Lord 1 ' 

I could have sikle whole hours bes£de that chasm, 
f ush'd in bugs atonesand heard then ^sike aa«i 

rattle 
Against iU Itomd sides : tfasn hung my head ' 
Low down, and listened till the heavy ua^tnents ' 
Sank with faint crashin^iiiit still groankiK w«U, 
Which never t^it^ty pilgdm Uest, whidi never ' 
A livin^r thing came near —vqIsss, perchance. 
Some blind->i'orui batiks oa i&ak rapy moiiM 
Close at its edge, 

Ord. Art tltou more coward no^^? 

2sid, Call him, that fears his ieliow liiao, a 
coward J 
I fear not man — but tiiis iahuman carern. 
It were too bad a prison house for gobtias. 
Beside, ('you'll smile my lord) but.tr.aeit is. 
My last night's sleep was very sorely l»uQtcd, 
By what Imd pass'd bntneen us io the -morning. 
O sloep (tfjtorrors ! Now rondown and star'd at 
By Forms so hideous that they mock remembrance-w 
Now seting nothing end .imagiaBig neahin^ 
But only being afraid — stifl^ A& F««r i 
a 
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While evpry goodly or fiwniliar form 

Had ^ 3traDge power of breattiing terror round m^f 

I saw you to a thousand fearful shapes} 

And, I entreat your lordship to believe me, 

In my last dre^m— 

Ord. Well? 

/tiW.' I was in the act 
Of falling down tb^t ch^qa., when Alhadri^ 
Wak'd me ; she heard my heart beat. 

Or(i. Strango enough I 

Had yoy b«U herq before ? ' '', 

Isid' Never, my lord \ 

But mine eyes do not see it now more c]early, 
"l^an in my dreun f sav-~tbiit very cbasm. ' 

Ovd. istOBnh lost in thought, then ajier apautc\ 
I JiQow not why It should be! jetitii-^' ' 

Isid. What is, my lord ? " 

Ord' ' Abhorrent from ou^ natuit!^ 

To kill aKia(i.-n^ "' . " 

Isid' Except in self defenco. 

Ord, Why that*« my. case ; and yet the soul 
reooiU firom it — 
*Tis 59 with me at least. But you, perhaps, 
Have sterner feelings p ' ■ ■ 

isi<L Something troubles you. 

Hqw shall I serve you ? By the life you gave mo. 
By all th^ makes that life of value to me. 
My wife, my babes, my honor, I swear to you, 
Name it. and I will toil to do the thing, ' 
If it be ionoceut 1 But this, my lord 1 
Is not a place where you could pe(rpetrate, 
No nor proposia^a. wicket^ thing. The darkness, 
Wij^n tra strides .off we know 'tis cbearful niomi- ' 

light. ■ . 

Collects ^he guilt, and cro^ it round the heai^. 
b must be ionocBot. : . ' 
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. TRJtGEDT. 



[OaboNio adrkly, and in tHe feeling bfiklfi'as- 
iificalion, telli what he conceives of his awn 
ckai-acler diid dctionsi speaking of himself in 
the third peHdh.] 
Ord. . Thyself fctejiidgt. 

Ofie o^ ouf family krie* this place welf. 

/«U Who? wheti? mJloM? , 
, Ord. What boot* iti wlK) of- wbett ? 
Hang up thy torcTi—rU tell his Mie to tHfee; 

[TAe^ hdhg vp their torches on some Hdge 
in the caterft.'j ■ 

He was H than diftefent froA otber thehf 
Atid he dtepid'd tbctn; yfet ^eve^'d hititsetf. 
. Isid. (aside:) . 

He? He despised ? Th6u'rt spfeASrtg of thyself! 
I am on itiy ^afd hffwever: nosufprize. 
(thehtifOni)0->it6.) 
"What he viai riiad ? 
, Ord. All itien seerfi'd rtfad to' hirii ! 
Nature bad lilade brtn"fbr sbthe other planet; 
And press'd hi^ stynUnttf a human ^hape 
By accident or mrflice. ' 'IIi this worW 
He- found no fit cOmpaDiod. 

Isidi OfhifrKielf Keapfeafe. (asid^.) 

Alas! poor wretch I 
Mad men are hibatly prbfld;' , 

Ordi '• " He walkMaTo'ne, 

And phantom thoughts uiisooght for troubled him, 
Soifatthing within would "still be' shridioVi'in^ o\rt 
All piossibilities ; and with these ihadows 
His mind held da;lliance- Once', as so it lli*pp'en''d, 
A fttncy croBS'd hiai wilder than' the rert : 
To this in moody murinur and low voice 
He yielded utterance, e^ som'e talk inl sleep.' 
The man who heard him. — 

Why didst thou look round ?— 
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•59, . BEKOBSE :- 

liid^ I btnc a prattler tbree years pM, my Icnrd ! 
In-trutti he is my darlipgr As I went 
From forth my door, h« made a moan in sktep— 
But I am talking idly — pray proceed ! 
And whet did this man ? 

Ord. Whh ht5 human bead 

He gave a substancs- and reality 
To that witdfanpy. of a possible thing.— 
Well it wa^ done f . (tbcjif very wildiyJ) 

Why babbles! thou of guilt ? 
. The deed was done, and it passed fairly off. 
And he whose tale I ,tetL th|L'e-r^dost tUou listen ? 

Isid. t would my lord you weie by my .fire-side, 
I'd listen to you with an eager eye, 
Tho' y43u began thj^ clowly tnls at midnlgbt4 
But I do lirfteH— pfay: ^wsedmy lord — 

Ord, Where was 1 ? 

Isid. He of whom you tell tiie taJe— 

Ord Surveying all tliii^s with, a quiet aco^B^ 
Tam'd himielf down to ^ni^g puiposes* , , 
The occupations and th^ semblances 
Of ordinary pjen-— and aiich ^ '^m'd f 
But that same over ready. agentTTT-be — 

/{i</» Aii ! what d hmy say lord ? 

Qrd,, :, /fe proy'd a traitor, 

IJetray'd the mystery tQ.B.brother.tr^iitor, 
. And they between them hatcti'd a damned;p]p( 
Tohunt him down >to iofiffny and death* , ,• - ' ' 
Wtntdid^tbe Valdea^ .1 am.proud of ^le tiam> 
Since he dar'd do it. — i ■ . 
IP noon lo graps bis mord^ and tsrns .ojffroim 
IsiiWHE, tfien^ter apausg rel^rns.]: 
OurJinks burn dimly- 

Isid. A datic talc darkly 6msh'd .' Nay, my lordt 
Tell what he did, 

Ordt _ That which bie wisdom prompted — 
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He tnada the Traitor meet him in this cavern, 
Aud here be kill'd the Traitor. 

Isid. No ! the fool ! 

He had not wit enough to be a traitor. 
Poor thick-ey'd beetle' not tp have foreseen 
That he who gull'd thee with a whimper'd lie 
To murder his owq brother, would not scruple 
To murder thee, if e'er his guilt grew je^ous, 
And he could steal upon thea in the dark ! 
Ord. Thou would'st not then have come, if— 
I$id. Oh yes, my lord ! 
I would have met him ann'd, and acar'd the 
' coward. 

[Isidore throws off his robe ; shewr himself 
armed and draws his srcord.] 
Ord. Now this ia excellent and warms the 
blood! 
My heart wasdrawing back, drawing me back 
Witii weak and womanisb sci'uplos. Now my 

Vengeance 
Ceckons wfe onwards with a Warriors mien, 
And claims ih^t life, my pity robb'd her of — 
Now will I kill thee, thankless ilare, and count it 
Among my comfortable thoughts hereafter. 
Jtid. And aU my little ones laiherleu — 

Die thou first. 
\X^^if fiS^^* OttDos lo disarm* Isidoue, and 
in disarming him throws his sword up 
that recess opfxjsite to which they were 
standing, Isidore hurries into the 
recess with his torch, OaDomo follows 
kim; aloudcryof "Jraitor! Monster.i" 
is heard from the cavern, and in a mo- 
ment OitpoNio returns alone. "] 
Ord. I have hurl'd him down the Chasm ! 
Treason for Treason. 
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J4 - REMOR!t£ : 

Jle dreamt of it :' henceforward let him' sfeep, . 
A dreamless sleep; from which no 'nife can 

wake him. 
His dream \OQ\i made out — Now for his fiiend. 
\ExU Grdonio.} 

■ SCENE II*. 

The Tiildrinr Court qf a Saracenic di- Got/iic 
Castle, xvith the Iton Gate of Dungeon visible. 

Ter. Ileart-cbilting Superstition'! fhbtf ciDstglaA 
r.v'ii Pity's eye with her own frozen tear. 
In vdin I urge the tortures that await him ; 
Even Selnia, feveren J gtiardtan of irty childhoorf.- 
My Second mother, shuts her heart against mft ! 
Well, I liave won from her what most imports 
The present need, this seeret Of thcdOngcon 
Known only fo herself. — A Mbor T a Sdrcertr t 
No, I have faith, that nature ne'er permitted 
ISasencsa to wear a form flo nobte. True, 
I doubt not, tliirt Ordonio had subOi'n'd him' 
To act some part in some unholy.fiaud ; 
As iittle doubt, that for some unRiiown pni^Ose' 
He liath bafiifd his suborner,' terror-struck hirn. 
Add that (Jrdoriio meditates revenge ! 
IJui my resolve is fixed ! myself will rescue him,' 
And leam il' haply if he know abght of Alvar. 

Eritet Valdez.' 

Val. Still sad ? — and gazing at the massive doOI* 
Of that fvU Duncreon which thou ne'er had'st sight o^' 
Save xvhat, perchance, thy infant fancy shap'd it 
When the nurse still'd thy cries with unmcantthreats.' 
In ow by my faith, Girl ! ttiis satne wizard haunts tliee !' 
• Vide Appendbf. 
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A stately than, and eloquent and tender -r 
(wii/t a sneer J 
\yho thejj need wonder if a lady si*;iis 
Even atthetiioughtofivhattlicsestern Dominicans 

Ter. (with solemn ixidignaiion ) 
Tli(t horror of tl^eir ghastly punishments 
potb 30 o'ertoptbe heiglitof alt compassion. 
That I should ttel too little foF mine enemy. 
If it were possible % cquld feel more, 
Eveji tho' the dearest inmates td bur household 
Were doom'd to suffer them. That such things are— 7 

Vatd. Kufih, thoughtless woman I 

Ten. Nay it wa^es within ma 

More than a q-oman's spirit ~ 

Vol, No more of this — 

What if Monviedro or his creatures hear us ! 
I dare cot listen to youl 

Ter. My honor'd lord, 

These were my Alvar's lessons, and wliene'er 
I bend me o'er his portrait, I repeat tliein, 
Aa if to 'give a voice to the mute Image. 

Vald. We have moom'd" for Alvar. 

Of his sad fate there now retnains no dou^t. 
|iave 1 4H^ o|her son ? 

Ter, Speak not of him ! 

That low imposture ! That mysterious picture ! 
If this be madness, must I wed a madman .' 
And if not madness, there is mystery. 
And guilt doth lurk behind it ' 

Vald. Is thisneltP 

Ter. Yes, it is truth; saw you his countenance? 
How rage, remorse, and scorn, and stupid fear, 
Oisplac'd e^ch ptlier ^th swUt ioterchanfiea I 

that I had indeed \\i& sqrcerer's power *■ ' 

1 would call up before thine eyes the image . 
Of my betrothed Alvar, of thy First-born ! 

His own fair countenance, his Jiiriglvforcheat^ 
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His tender smik?, lovc'a day-dawn on his lips 1 

That spiritual and elmost heavenly light 
In his commanding eye— Ms mien heroic, 
Virtue's ovin native heraldry ! to man 
Genial, and pleasant to his guardian angel. 
"Whene'er he gladden'd, how the gtadnees spread 
"Wide round him ! and when oft with swelliag tears, 
Ftash'd through hy indiiination, he be^'Htl'd 
The wrongs of Belgium's martyr'd palriota, 
Oh, what a Grief was there-~iQr Joy to eiiry, 
Or gaze upon enamour'd I 

O my fatlier ? 
Recall that morning when we knelt together, 
And thou dids't bless our loves ! O even now, 
Even nokv, my sire! to thy mind's eye present him 
As at that niomci)t be ruse up before thee. 
Stately, with beaming look ! Place, place heiid« hint 
Ordonio's dark perturbed countenance I 
Then bid me (Oh thou could'at not) bid me turn 
From him, the joy, the triumph of our kind ! 
To take in exchange that brooding man, wlio nevef 
Lifts up his eye from the earth, ynlass to scowl. 

Vald. Ungrateful woman I I have tried to stifle 
An old man's passion ! was it not enough. 
That thou hast m^de my son a restless man, 
BanishM his health, and half unhing'd his reesoa ; 
But that thou wilt insult luoi with stupicioa f 
And toil to blast his honor ? I am'dd, 
A comfortless old mm I 

Ter. O Grief ! to hear 

Hateful intreaties from a voice we love I 

Enter a peasant and preserUs a leifer (o Valbii. 
Vaidez reading it. 

" He dares not venture hitlier 1" Whywlifttcan 
this mean ? ■ . 
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'* t^ ihe familiars of tlie ItKjuisition, 

*' That *atch around my gates, should intercept him ; 

" But he conjures me, that withont delay 

** I hasten to him — for my own sake entreats me 

** To guard from danger him I hold imprison'd — 

*' He will reveal a secret, the joy of which 

"Will even outweigh the sorrow."— Why what 

ran this be ? 
Perchattce it is some Moorish stratagem, 
'Tu have in me ah hostage for his safety. 
!^ay, that they dare not ? Ho ! ccrflect my aerttots ! 
I will go thlthef — let them arm tltemselves. 

[Eri^VAlDEz. 
Ter. (alone) The ihoon is h^h in heaven, and 
all is hush'd: 
Yet, altxious tistener ! I have seetn'd to hear 
A low dead thiinder muttrr ihfo' the night, 
As 'tttere a giant uigry in his 3lcep.' 

O AlVar ! Alwr ! that they could return 

Those blessed days that imitated heaven, 

When we two woirt to walk at even tide ; 

When we saw nought but beauty ; when ^te heard 

The voice of that AUiiighiy One wht^lov'd us 

In every gale that bivath'd, and wave thn 

murhiur'd ! 
O we have lislen'd, even tiil high-wrought pleasure 
Hath half assum'd tlie countenance of grief, 
And the deep sigh seeut'd to heave np a weight 
Of blisii, that pressed too heavy un the heart. 

(a pause.') 
And this majestic Moor, eeems he not one 
Who oft and long comniumng wiEh-niy AlvaF 
Hath drunk in kindi-ed titstre from bis presence, 
And guides me tu liiin with reflected light ? 
What if in yon dark duogeon coward Treachery 
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Be groping for him with envenomM poignard — 
Honce womaaiah fears, trutors to love and duty— 
I'll free him. 

[Exit Teresa. 

SCENE IH. 

The mountams by moonlight. Alhadba alone in 
a Moorish dreu. 

Jihad. Yon han^g woods, tliak toudi'd by aa- 
tumn seem 
As they were blossoming hues of fire and gpldj 
The ffower-like woods, most lovely in decay. 
The many clouds, the sea, the rock, the sands, 
Lie in the silent moonshine ; and the uwl, 
(Strange! very strange!) the screech-owl onlywaket, 
Sole voice, sole eye of all this world of beauty ! 
Unless, perhaps, she sing her-screechingsong 
To a herci of wolves, that skulk athirst for blood. 
Why such a thing am I r— Where are these men ? 
I need the sympathy of human faces,^ 
To beat away this deep contempt for itW things. 
Which quenches iiiy revenge. —Ob I would to Alli^ 
The raven, or the sen-mew, were appointed . 
To brin;^ me food ! or rather that my soul 
Could drink in life from the universal air 1 
It were a. lot divine in some small Skitf 
Along sunie Ocean's boundless solitude, 
To float for ever with a careless course. 
And think myself the only Being alive ! 

■ My children !— Isidore's children ! — Sonof Valde:^ 
This hath new stnmg mine arm. Thou coward 

Tyrant ! 
To itupify a Woman's Heart with anguish, 
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mi she forgot- -even that she was a Mother! 

ISke ^xes her eye on the earth. Then drop in 
one after ana hi. , from different parts of the 
stage, a cons-derahle number of Morescoes,, 
all in Moorish garments and Moorish armour. 
They form a circle at a distance round Alha- 
DKA, and remain silait till the Second in com' 
mfindt Naomi, enters^ distinguixhed hy his 
dress and armour, and by the silent obeisance 
paid to him on his entrance by t/te other Moors'^ 

Naomi, Woman t May Alia and the prophet 
Uess thee ! 
We have obey'd thy call. Where is, our chief? 
And why dids't thou et^oin these Moorish gar* 
molts? 

jHhad, (raising her eyes, and looking round on 
the circle.) 
Warriora of Mahomet! iaithfiil in the battle 1 
My countrymeo 1 Come ye prepared to work 
An honourable deed f And would ye work it 
In the slaves ^rb ? Curse on tbose chrbtian robes! 
They are speU-btasteds and whoever wears them. 
His arm shrinks uither'd, hia'lieart melts aw^y, 
And his bones soften. . 

Naomi. Wlier« is Isidore? 

Athad. {fn a deep tow voice.) 
7111.1 tiiglit I went tirom tbrtb my house, and fcft 
His cbiidrea all asleep : and be was living j 
And I retiirn'd and touml thsm stillableep, 
But he had periebed — -' 

All Morescoes. Perish'd ? 

Alhad. He had perish'd \ 
Sleep on, poor babes I not one of you doth know 
That he Is ftrtherlese-^a desolate orphan ! 
Why shou'd we trake tfaonf Caa an in&nt** arm 
Eeveugehis.niurder? .. 
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One Moresco to another. 

Did she say hb murder } 

Nqomi. Murder? Notmurderd? 

Jihad. Murder'd by a christian t 
(Thei/ alt at once droit' their sabres.) 

Jihad. {To NAOMr, who advances from the 
circle.) 
Brother of Zagri ! fling away thy sword ; 
This is thy chieftain's! {Hes.tepsJ'orwai itotgke it.) 

Dosft thou dare receive it ? 
For I have sworn by Alia and tlie Prophet, 
No tear shall dioi these eyes, this woman's heart 
Shall heave )io groan, till I have aeen that sword 
Wet whh th« life-blood of the sod of VtUdea I 

(9pavtf.} 
OrdoniQ was yqur chifflftian's murderer I ■ 

A^ionu. tie dies, by AUa ! 

J/i, {kneeling.) By Alia t 

Alhad. This night your chieftun arm'd himself, 
And hurried from iWr ^ut I followed him 
At distBQoe, till [ Bftw him enterr-Mcrf .' 

Naomi. . '■ The cavern ? 

Alhad. Yes, tfM moutb of yonder cayem. 
After a while 1 aaw tb^ spn vi Valdez 
Rush hy-with flaring tprch : ho likewise enter'd. 
There w^s another and a lopger pause ; 
Ahd once, methpught I heard the clash of swords I 
And soop the stm of yaldee re-appear'd: 
He flung his torch towards the moon in sport, 
And seein'd u be were mirthful i 1 stood liftteping^ 
Inipatient for the footsteps of my tuisbtnd I 

Naomi. Thou call«4*«t him i 

Alhad. I. crept iolo the cavers— 

^Tfvas dark and v^ si)ent.. (7)beif toUdiy^) 

Whnt aald'st thou } 
No ! DO ! I did not dar& call, Isidore, 
t^st I sbotild bear no answc;- ! A braef whil^ 
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Belike, I lost all thought and memofry 
D/tliat for which I came ! After that pause, 

Heaven ! I heard a groan, and foliow'd it j 
And yet another gi'oan, which guided me 
Into a strange recess- -and there was ligktf 

/i hideous light! his torch, lay on the ground; 
It'll flaroe burnt dimly o'er a chasm's brink. 

1 spake ; an^ whilst I spake, a feeble groan 
Came from that chasm ! }l was his last ! his deatl|'> 

groan ! 
Naomi. . Comfort her, Alia. 

' Alhad. I stood in unimaginable trance 
And agon^that cannot be remember'd, 
JJstening with'horrid hope to hear a groan ! 
^utl had heard \m last: my hu^hand'sdeatbi-' 
groan ! 
■Naomu Haste 1 let us onward. 
Alhad, I look'd fer down the pit— 

^ty sight was bounded by a jutting fragment; 
And It was stain'd with blood. Then first I 

shriek'd, 
My eye-balls burnt, my brain' grew hot as fire I 
,And all the hanging drops of the wet roof 
Tum'd into blood — I saw them turn to blood ! 
And I was liapinv wildly down the chasm. 
When on the farther brink I saw his sword. 
And it said, Vengeance I — Ciirses on my tongue! 
I'he n^obn hath pnov'd in Heaven, and I am here^^ 
And he hath not had vengeance ! Isidore ! 
Spirit of Isidore ! thy murderer Kves ! 
^way! asvay! 

AU, Away, (»way ! ' 

[She. rushes off, all/oUawirig, 

EJJD OF THtt FOUtTH ACt^ 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
^ Dungeon. 
Alvar (alone) fises slozvlyfrtm a bed <if reeds. 
Jiv. And this place my forefathers made for 
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This is the process of our Love and Wiidom 
To each poor brother v ho oflcnds af',ainst us— 
Most innocent, perhaps — and what if guilty } 
^ Is this the only cure? Merciful God I 
Each pore and natural outlet sbrivell'd up 
By Ignorance and parching Poverty, 
His energies roll back upon hia tieart. 
And stagnate and corrupt, 'till chanfl;'d to poison. 
They break out on himi h^e a loausome plEtgue- 

spot! 
Then we call in otir pamper'd mountebanks; 
And this is their best cure ! unconjturted 
And friendless Solitude, Groaning and Teara. 
And savft^ Face*, at the claokiog hour, 
Seen through the steam and vapours of his dungeon 
By the lamp's dismal twilight ! So he lies 
Circled with evil 'till his very snui 
Unmoulds its essence, hopelessly deformed 
By sights of evermore deformity ! 

With other ministrations thou, O Nature ! 
Healest thy jvaod'ring and distemper'd cliild : 
Thou pourest on him thy soft influences. 
Thy sunny hues, &ir forms, and breathing sweets; 

i,,Gt>t)^le 
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Thy melodies of woods, and winds, end waters ! 
Till he relentt sad can no more endure 
To be a jarriDg and a dissuoant thifig 
Amid this general dance ami minstreisy ; 
But, bursting into tears, wins back liis way. 
His angry spirit heal'd and baraioniz'd 
By the bemgnant touch of love and beauty. 

T am chill and weary 1 Von rude bench of ston^ 
lo that dark ar^lr, the sole resting-ptacc ! 
But tlie self-approving mind is its own light. 
And lifers best warmth still radiates from the heart. 
Where love sits brooding, and an honest purpose. 

(Retire* out of sight. ' 

Enter Tebesa mtk a Taper. 

Ter. It has chill'd my verylife my own voice 

scares me ; 
Yet when I hear it not, I seem to lose 
The substance of my being— my strongest grasp 
Sends inwards but weak witness that 1 am. 
I seek to c^eat the echo — How the half sounds 
Blend with this strangled light ! Is he not here ? 
{Looking rounds') 
O for one human face here — but to see 
One human face here to sustain me. — Courage! 
It is but my own fear ! — l he life widain ine. 
It sinks and wavers like this cone of dame. 
Beyond which I scarce dare look onward ! Oh ! 

(shuddering.) 
If I feint? If this inhuman den should be 
At once my death-bed and my burial vault? 

{Fairitlif screams as Alvar emerges Jrom 
the ?'eceiS.) 
Jltt. {Rushes towards her, and catches her as 
the isjat/iiig.) 
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O. gracious fiesTen ! it li, it is Teresa f 
Sb^l I reveal mysetf? The -sudden shoek 
Of rapture will blow out this sp»rfc of life. 
And Joy compleat what Terror has begun. 

ye impetuous beatings Iiere^ be itUt ! 
Teresa, best beloV'd ! pale, patey and cold ! 
Her pulse doth flutter t Tereia ! my Teresa^ 

Ter. (Recovering, locks round wildly.) 
X heard a roice ; but often in mj dreams 
i hear that voice ! «nd waJte,' and try — aad try— ' 
To hear it waking I but I never could— ^ 
And 'tis so now — even so ! Well ! he is dead — ' 
Itiurder'd perhaps ! And I am faint, and feet 
As if it- were no pain&l thing to die ! 

jilv. (eagerly,) 
Believe it not, sweet maid ! Btfliere it not. 
Beloved woman ! Twas a low imposture,' 
fram'd by a guilty wretch. 

Ter. (Retires front him, and feebly support* 
herself against a piUar qftht dvngem.y 
Hal Whoarttbou? 

Aiv^ (exceedingly affected.) 
Suborned by his brother — 

Ter, Dida't thou murder bim t 

And dost tbon now repent ? Poor troubled raan^ 

1 do forgive tbee, and may Heaven fiMgiv« thee * 
Alv. Ordonio — he — 

Ter. If thou didst murder him-^- 

His spirit ever at the throne of God 
Asks mercy for thee : prays for mercy for tlue^ 
With teara ki Heaven ! 

Alv. Alrar waK not murde/'d.- 

Be calm ! Be calm, sweet maid F 

Ter, iwildfy) Nay, n»y, but tell me f- 

(a pausCt then presses her forehead.} 
O *tia ioat agkio i 
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This dull conftised pain— 

(a pause, she gazes at Alvar.^ 
Mysterious man 1 
Metlnnks I can not fear thee : for thine eye 
Doth swim witli love and pity —Well ! OrdonJo — 
Oh iny forPboding heart ! And he aubom'd thee, 
And thou did'st spare his life ? Blessings stiower 

OD theci 
As many as the drops twice counted o'er 
la the fond faithful heart of his Teresa ! 

Alv. I Can endiire no more. The Moorish sor- 
cerer 
Exists but in the stain Upon this face. 
That picture — " 

Ter. {advances toi6ards him) Ha ! speak on ! 
Ah. Betov'd Teresa ! 

It told but half the truth. O let this portrait 
Tell all—that Alvar lives — AhaX iic fe here ! 
Thy much deceived but ever faithful Alvar. 

[Takes her portrait from his neck, and gives 
it her.} 
Ter. {receiving the portrait.) 
The same — it it the same. Ah ! Wiio art thou? 
Nay I will call thee, Alva n ! {She falls on hisneck.) 
- Alxi. ^ joy unutterable ! 

But hark ! a soain) as of rcmovini; bars 
At the dungeon's outer door." A brief, brief while 
Conceal thyself, my love ! It is Ordonio. 
For the honour of our race, for our dear father i 
O for himself too (he is still mj brother) 
Let me recall him to his nobler nature, 
That he may wake as from a dream of murder ! 
O let me reconcile him to himself, 
Open the sacred source of penitent tears,* 
And b^ once more liis own beloved Alvar. 

Tef. O my all- virtuous Love ! I fear to leave 
thee 

K 
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With that obdarate man. 

Alv. Thou dost not leave me ? 

But a brief while retire into the darkness : 

that my joy could sprea^i it's sunahino round tbe<tl 
Ter. The Bpuqd of thy voice shall be rpy muiic! 
{Rrtiringt she returns has/ily and embracing 

AtVAH.] 

Alvar ! tny Alvar! ani I aure I hold thee? , 
Is it no dream ? thee in mv arius, iny Alvar 1 

[&.V. 
[4 v9ise at the Dungeon' 4oor, It openif and 
Ordonio enfers, with a goblet in his hand. 
Ord, Hail, potent wizard! in oiy gayer inopd 

1 pour'd forth a libation tu old Pluto, 

And as I brimm'd the bowl, I thought on thee. 
Thou bant conspired against my lite and honor. 
Hast trick'd me foully ,-' yet I bate theq not 
Why should I bate (bee? thi^ siime wcffld ufc^urs, 
*Tis but A pool amki a storin of rain, 
And wfl tlie air-bladder* th»t «o«r»o up ^iffd (Jown, 
And joust and tilt in merry toiiriiaijiepti 
And when one bubble r^ns foul uf anot'>6r) 

i:wavi\^ bit Itniii fo AtvAB. 
. The vii'^Ver peeda nmat; br«4V> . - 

Alv. I see thy heart 1 

There is a frightful (flitter in thine eye. , ■ 
^Vt^il;h dQth betray tbea. Inly-tortur d m#o. 
This is the revelry of ^ drunkei^ anguish, 
Wliiclk fain would seoff away the pang of guilt, , 
And quell each huntun feeling. 

Ord. Feeling 1 feeling !- 

The death of a raartr^he breaJtiag of a bubbla — 
'Tis true I cannot M>b for auvh nusfortUDes ; 
But fainti^ess, cold, and. bun^r — curses on me 
If willingly I e'er indicted tbeoi ! 
Qpm«, talce the beverE^e; this. cUiU place demands 
it. [OtiDOino proffers the goblet. 



Ah. Ytm insert oiv the wtdU 
Which moves, this wajntid (hat, iiV hundred limbi, 
Wert ft a toy of mere mechanic crtfft. 
It were Bn infinitely curious thing ! 
But it has life, Ofdoiiiof life, eojoymerit ! 
And fry the po*er of its miractridus will 
Wields ail the ^.oinpleX moveftieots tff it* ftSMe- 
Unerringly to pleasurable Ends ! 
Saw i thflU iftserf On thi* gnhlet's bHffl 
1 wotHd remove it with 4n anxious pily ! 
Ord. What meanest thou f ■ 
Aly: There's pbilon in the wifife. 
Ord. Thou Mst guesa'd tight; there's poison in 
the wine. 
Theft's poison !ft(—w*kh<if us t^vo eftali drink it? 
For one of u3- most diet •■■.■.' 

Ah. WhoiW doSt thftd' think me ? 

Orrf. The B<:c6riiplice aiid dwdrn friend of iri- 

dore. 
/lit. I know him not. 

And yet, methinfcs, I h«*e heard' the flame bftt 

lately. 
Mearis 'he the tiuallMlwJ of the Moorish: womtin ? 
Isidofft^ Isidore? 

Ord. Good! good! that Lief t by heaven it has 
restorM me: " ■' ' ' 

Now I am ih'J iflslst^r!-: Villain'! tfioushiitdrink i^ 
Or die a bitterirf dcAthi- '■ 

Jlv. ' '■ What strange soldtion 

Hast thotf tourtd' out td satisfy thy feafs; - ' 
And drug them to unnatural sleep? 

[AtvAVLi^sihe- gotiiel, anit tfitoioif^ it 

to the ground zvithstirn coHtempt.}' 
■ ■'■■'' ' My master! 

. Ord, Thou mottdiebanfc ! - ■ 
AtVi ■ ■ ■ ■ MolinMbaflk afld'vittaifl'. 
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What then art thou ? For slianie, put uplhy swofd ! 
'\Vbat boots a weapon io 4 wjther'd arm ? 
I fix mine eye qpoii thee, aijt] thou tremblcBt 1 
I speak, and fear and \vonder crush thy r^ge, 
And turn' it to 4 motionless distractiou I 
Thou blind B£if'»'or&hipper t thy pride, thy cunning, 
Thy failh in universal viii^py, 
Thy shallow sophisms, thy preteodpd spcvn . . ■ 
For all thy hunmii brethren-— out upon them 1 
What have tjiey dope fqr thee I haye they giv^q, 
thee peace ? ;,i 

Cur'd thee of starting in thy sl^p B or made 
The d«rl(De»a.fileap9nt when thoif w^H'ttt at iqi^- 

night ? 
Art happy when qlone? Canst wqlk by tltyself . 
M'ilh even ~st«p and quiet chcerfulnt^s F 
Yet, yet thou may'st \)p aay'd 

Qrd^ (va^a^iijf repeating (he w&xds-) 

Say'd? sav'd ? 

Alv. ■■ One pang I 

Could I «all up one paig of ime Remorse ! 

Ord. He told me of ihe bubes that prattled to him, 
His fftlherlees little .Qri86 1 K^^orse !■ Remorse 1 
Where got'st thou that fool's word? Curse oi^ 

, Efiu?o*«eJ; 
Can it give up the dead, or recgnysact ^ 
A 0)4(1^^ ^y ^ ni4nglpd— dash^fl to 4t(^^s ! 
Not all the blessings of an hp$t of ^geis . 
Can blow aH'tty ^ desolate widow's curse ! 
And though thqu^pill tt)y.I>^fCs bl^pd, iicir.4tQne-\ 

rocnt,. . 
It will n(^ u'oigh against an pfph^p'* t^af ! 

4/p. Jlut Alv^iw-^ , ,.- . 

< ; {^imost oxsercome hy his Jeelings-X 
. Ord. Ha! I't choaks .tltff in tJ?? tlj^tw^, ;, .; . 
Exert .thee ; and yetl p^ay thee speak it out— 
Still Alvar ! — A'^'^r !— ho^yl it piipe car ! 
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Heap it like cpals of fire upon my heart, 
^Vad 5hpo( it ItUsing through nijjF brain ! 

Alv. Alas ! ■ . 

That day when thou did'st leap from off the rock 
Into the wayes, and grasp*d thy sinking brother, ' 
And bore hitii to the strand ; tlien, son of Valde^ 
How sweet and mueical the name of Airar ! 
Then, t)iei;i, Ordooio, he was dear to thee, 
And thou wert dear to huii : heaven only knows 
How very doar thoii weit! Wliy did'at Ihou hatfc 
him? 

heaven ! how be would fitll u|ioa thy neck, . 
^nit weep forgiveness 1 

Ord. Spirit of the dead ! 

Metbin^ I know thee! ha! my brain turns tv'il^f 
JiX its pwn dreams !-— offt— offr-f-fantastic shadow ! 

Alv. i fain would tell thee what I am ; but dare 
not! 

Ord. Chisat- villain! tr^itorl whatsoe'er tlioulje — 

1 fear thee, Man ! 

Ter. {rushuig pitf and falling oaAtVA. K'sn£t;t.) 

Ordonio ! 'tis tliy Brother. 
[Ordonio with frantic mildness nms upon 
AtvAB zpiik /»> iwird. TERHsAjiings her~ 
■ self fin, OitDosiQ and arrets Jiis arm.} 

. : Stop, madnqanBtop!' 

•Alv. Uofq titen thifi thin disguise impcDetrably 
Hide Alvar from thee ? Toil and paiofui wo-jnd«i. 
And loo^ jmprisonmeEt in unwholesome dungeons. 
Have marr'd perhRps all trait'and lineament, 
Of what I was 1 But chiefly, chiefly, brotbeP, . ■. 
My anguish tifr tl)y guilt ) ' 

OijioDio-i-Brother !— 
Nay, nay, thou^lt embrace me. 
Ord. (^drawing back, and gazing at Av/ak 
v}ithu^ounien^noc(if<^ once awe (indterror!)i 
Touch me not I 



Touch not pollution, Atvar ! I will die- 

(He aiiempts to fult m hit sword, Altar and 
Teresa prevent him). 

j^/y.WeM-illfindmeHAstesaTCyoufhom*. Live, 
Oh live, Orck>nio! for our Father's sake * 
Spare Iiis gpcy hair» ! 

Ter. And yoa may yet be hap^py. 

Ord. O horror! not a thoosftwdyearain heavten 
Could recompose this misfirttble heart, 
Ormake it capable of one brief joyl . r . 

Live! Ijv6! Why yes! 'T were well to live with you : 
For is ir fit a vitlairi ahould ti^ proud ? 
My Brother ! 1 will kneel to yoa, my Brother F - 

(J(Heding.y, 
Vov^\ve me, Atvar! Curwme witw fergivaiesa ! 

A(^. Call back thvsoni, Ordooio, and Idok rourid 
Ihee! 
Now is the time for jcreatness ! Think that heaven— 

Ter. Onifli:khiseyc! he hears not what you aay. 

Ord. {pointing at the vacancy). 
Yes maf k his eye ! tljere^ fascination in it ! 
Thou BaJdst thou didst rmi kiww him — That is he ! 
. Ue comes upon mt\ 

Ah. Hetf^, O heat Wm, heaven ! 

Ord. Nearer aind Rearer ! and I can> not stir ! 
Will no one hear these sriHed groans, and wake me' 
He wooJd have died to-seve m«, and ! kilted hitn — 
A- husband a^nd a father ! — 

Ter. Some secret pcnsoa 

Drinka up bta Jipiri* ! 

Ord. (jiercefyrecoUecting htmtietf.y 

Let the £teraat Jwtiee 
Prepare my pumsbniem in the obscure world — - 
I will not bear to live — tto live — O agony! 
And be myself alone my owntoYe torment ! 

(TV iHm^s of iH ^ngemarr ^rvken open. 
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and ill rush Alhadra, a?id the band of Mo- 
rexoes). 
Alliad. S^ize first that man I 

(Alvar presses onward to defend Oaoo^io), 
Ord. Off, Ruffiiins! 1 have flung away my swuid. 
Woman, my lite is thine i to ihee I givu il ! 
Otf! he that touches me with iiis haiiH of flesh, 
I'll rend his limbs asunder ! I have strenjjlh 
With this bare arm to scatter you like ashes. 
Alhad. My husband — 
Ord. Yes, I murder'd him most foully. 
Ah. SC Ter. O horrible ! 
Alhad. Why didst tliou leave his children? 
Demon, thou shouldst have sent thy doge of hell 
To lap their blood. Then, then I mijjht hav« 

hardened 
My soul in misery, and have had comfort. 
I would have stood far off, quiet tho' dark, 
And bade the race of men raise up a mouraihg 
For the deep horror of a desolation. 
Too great to be one sours particalar lot ! 
Drotber of Zafiri ! let me lean upon thee. 

[Struggling to tuppreas her feelings. 
The time is not yet couie for woman's anguish, 
1 have not seen kis blood — Witliin an hour 
Those liule ones will crowd around and ask m^- 
Wbere is our father ? ] shall curiie thee theo 1 
Wert thoa in heaven, my curse would pluck thee 
thence ! 
Ter. He doth repent ! See, see, I kneel to tbeel 
O let him live ! That aged mtin, hi« father— n— 
Alhad. {sternly) Why had he such a son? 
{Sbault from the distance of, R escu k.( . Res,- 
■ cut:! Alvab! AuvAiii and the mice: qf 

\aldkz ficard.) 
Atkad,..K€ac\ie? — end IsidcM'a's Spirit ubd<^. 

venged? 

The deed be mine ( {suddenlj/ itabs Okdohio.) 



Kow take rri^ Life t 
Ord. (staggering fromthcwouttd.) ATtysiatzSit 
Alv. (while with TERr£6A supporting Okdokio.) 
Arm of avenjpng Heaven! 
Ttiou hast saatch'd frmn me rny most cberish'd 

hope — • 
Itut >to ! my word ^^ as pledged to tkse^ 

Ord. Away ! 

Bmve not my Father's Rape f I thank thee T Thou — ■ 

(then turning his eyes languidly to Alvar) 
She hnth ftveng'd.thc blood of Isidore \ 
I stood in silence like a: slaivc' before her 
That I might taste the wormwood and the .gall^ 
And satiate this self-accusing heart 
Wkh bitterer a^^onies than death cai) give; 
Forgive me, Alvar ! — 

Oh !— could'st thou forget raef 
{Dies. 
[Alvar andTzRT.sA bend ever the hodjf of 
Ordonio.] 
Alhad.' {to the Moors). 
I thank thee, Heaven ! thou hast ordained It wisefyr 
That still extremes bring their own cure. That 

point 
In misery, which makes the oppressed Man 
Rej^ardleas of his own life; makes liim too 
Lord of the Oppressor's — Knew I aij hundred men 
Despuring, but not palsied by despair, 
This arm should shake the Kingdoms of the World ; 
The deep foundatior^ of iniquity 
Should sink away, earth groaning fi-om beneath " 

them; 
The strong-holds of the cruel men shouhi fell, 
lliejr Temples and their mountainous Tower» 

should fall ; 
Ti& Desolation seem'd a beautiful thfi^r 
A/xJk all that were and bad the Spirit of Life, 
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Sang a new song to her who had gone forth, 
Conquering and still to conquer ! 
[Alhadra hurries of with the Moors i the 
stage ^Us with armed peasants, and ser- 
, vantt, ZoLiHEz and Valdez at their head. 

Valpez rushes into Alvar's arms.] 

Alv. Turn not thy fece that way, my father ! hide. 

Oh hide it from his eye ! Oh let thy joy 

Flow in unmiDgled stream through thy 6rst blessing. 

{Both kneel to Valdez}. 

Fold. My Son ! My ^Ivar ! bless. Oh bless him, 

heaven ! 
Ter. Me too, my Father? 
yald. Bless, Oh bless my children! 

{both rise). 
. Jlv. Delists so full, if unalloy'd with grief, 
Were ominous. In these strange dread evente. 
Just Heaven instructs us with an awful voice. 
That Conscience rules us e'en against our choice. 
Our inward Monitress to guide or warn, 
If listened to ; but if repelled with scorn, 
At length as dire Remorse, she reappears, 
Works in our guilty hopes, and set^h feais I 
Still bids, Remember ! and still cries. Too late I 
And while she scares us, goads us to our &te. 
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APPENDIX. 



XHE following Scene, as unfit for the Stage, 
was taken from the Tragedy, in the year 1797, 
and published in the Lyrical Ballads. But this 
work having been long out of print, and it having 
been determined, that this with my other Poems 
in that cpUection (the Nightingale, Love, and. 
the Ancient Marinlk)' should be omitted in 
any future edition, I have been advised to reprint 
it, as a Note to the second Scene of Act the Fourth, 
p. 55. 

Enier Tekesa (wd Selva. 

Ter. Tis said, he spake of yon familiarly. 
As mine and Alvar's common foster-mother. 

Sel. Now bitssings on the man, whoe'er he he. 
That join'd your names with mine I O my sweet 

Lady, 
As often as I think of those dear times. 
When you two little ones would stand, at eve, 
On each aide of my chair, and make me leam 
All you had learnt in liie day ; and how to talk 

In gentle phrase ; then bid me siog to you . 

Tis more like heav'n to come, than what has beea! 

2Vr. iJut tliBt entrance, Selma? 

iV/, Can no one hear? it ij a perilous tale 1 

Tcr. No one. 

Sel. My husband's father told it pie, 

Poor old Sesina — angeli rest his soiiH 
He was a woodman, and could fell and saw 
With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam 
Which props the hanging wall of the old Chapel? 
Beneath that tree, while yet il waa a tree. 
He found a baby wrapt io mosses, lia'd 
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With thistle-beards, and such ^oiall locks of wool 

As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home> 

And rear'd hitn at the then Lord Valdez' cost. 

And 80 the babe grew up a pretty boy, 

A pretty boy* but most unteachable — 

And never leaint a prayer, nur toid a bead, 

iBut knew the names of birds, and niock'd their 

notes, 
And whistled, as he were a bird himself: 
And all the autumn 'twas his only play 
To gather seeds of wild- flowers, and to plant them 
With eartli and water on the stumps of trees. 
A Friar, who gathered simples in the wood, 
A grey-hair'd man, he lov'd this little boy : 
The boy lov'd him ; and, when the friar taught him, 
He soon could write with the pen ; and from that 

time 
Liv'd chiefly at the Convent or the Caatle. 
So he isecame a rare and learned youth : 
But O ! poor wretch ! he read, aud read, and read, 
Till his brain turn'd ; and ere his twentietli year 
He had unlawful thoughts of many things : 
And though he pray'd, he never lov'd to pray 
With buly men, nor in a holy place. 
But yet his speech, it wag so soft and sweet. 
The late Lord Valdez ne'er was viearied with him. 
And once, as by the north side of the cliapcl 
They stood together, chain'd in deep discourse, 
The eurth heav'd under them with such a gro^n. 
That the wall totter'd, and liad well nigh fall'n 
Right on tlieir heads. My Lord was sorely tH^t- 

en'd; 
A fever seiz'd him, and he made confession 
Of all the heretical and lawless talk 
Which brou^t this judgment : so the youth was 

seiz'd. 
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And cast into that den. , My husband's father 
Sobb'd like a child — it almost broke his heart : 
And once as he was working near this dungeon, 
He heard a voice distlnctiy } 'twas the youth's. 
Who sung a doleful song about green neldii 
How sweet it were on lake or wide savannali 
To hunt for food, and be a naked man. 
And wander up and down at liberty. 
He always doted on the youth, and now 
His love grew desperate ; and defying death, 
He made that cunning entrance I describ'd, 
And the young man escap'H. 

Ter. Tis a sweet tale : 

Such as would lull a list'ning child to sleep, 
Hifl rosy face besoil'd with unwip'd tears. 
And what b,ecaine of him ? 

Sel. He went on shipboard 

With those bold voyagers who made discovery 
Of golden lands. Sesina's younger brother 
Went likewise^ and when he retum'd to Spain, 
He told Sesina, that the poor mad youth. 
Soon after they arrived in that new world. 
In spite of his dissuasion, seiz'd a boau 
And all alone set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a great river, great as any sea, 
And ne'er was heard of more: but Uis suppos'd. 
He liv'd and died among the savage men. 



Note to the words "yeu'are a painter," p. 27, 
Scene H. Act II. 

The following lines I have preserved in thii 
place, not so much as explanatory of the picture 
of the assassination, as (if 1 may say so without 
disrespect to the Public) to gratify my own feeU 
iDjs, the passage being no merejancjr portraiti 
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but a slight, yet not «infuithfiil, profile <^onet who 
still lives, nobilitate ftlix, arte clariori vit^.^len- 
dissin^us, . . ; 



Sul. (speaking of Alvak in tltf third person-) 
Such was the rnjijle Spaniard's own relatio'i. 
He told me, too, how jii his early yoiith. 
And his first travels, 'twas his choice or chance 
To make long sojourn in sea-Madded Venice ; 
There woq the love of that diyine ojd mun. 
Courted by mightiest kings, the famous Titian ! 
- Who, hke a second and mcne lovely Nature, 
By the sweet mystery of lines and colors 
Changed the blank cunvess to a magic mirror,. 
That made the Absent present-, ajid to Sbadovrs 
Qayc light, depth, eubstunc^ bloom, yea; thought 

and iBotion. 
He JovM the old mail, and rever'd his fart : ' 
And-though of noblest birth and ample fttrtiioe,, 
The young enthusiast thought it )ig a<:om v^3v 
But his inalienable ornament, m^^^ 

To be his pupils and with filial zeal 1^^^^ 

' By practice to appropiiate the sag« lessons,^^^^^ 
Which the gay, smihng old man gladly gttve^ 
The Art, he honour'd thus, req'iit,ed .him : 
And. in the following and calamitous years 
Beguii'd the hours of his captivity, 

AUiad. And tiieu he fram'd this picture? and 
unaided 
By arts unlawful) spell, or talisman ? ' . 

AltK A potent spell, a mighty taHsmapf 
The imperishable memory of the deed, 
Suslain'd by love, and grief, ^nd indignation ^ 
§0 vivid were ^e forms within his brain, 
Hia very eyes, when shut, made picture of them ^ 
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